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PREFACE 


| ROM my firſt Acquaintance with this Author, 


b- 27 
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* 


which was as early as I was able to underſtand 


| him, I found him ſo pleaſing and agreeable, 
Wat I wiſhd he were taught to ſpeak Engliſh, that 
Whoſe who could not underſtand him in his own Language 
Wight by that means partake of the Satisfattion and 
Advantage I, at leaſt, receiv'd in my Converſation with 
im. And finding that not any Pen had been employ d 
bout the Work, (for Mr. Quarles only borrow'd bis 
Emblems, to prefix them to much inferior Senſe ) ra- 
ber than it ſhould remain undone, and ſuch an excel- 
Went piece of Devotion be loſt to thoſe who wou'd priſe it 
oft, the Religious Ladies of our Age: I reſolw'd 
o engage in the Attempt ; and the rather, becauſe the 
ubjet was ſuitable to my Calling, as a Clergyman, 
zs the Senle was to my Fancy, as an humble Admirer 
F Poetry, eſpecially ſuch as is Divine. | 
But on 4 more conſiderate Peruſal of the Book, in 
order to a Tranſlation, I found ſome thing in it which 
put a ſtop to my Proceeding, that even my Zeal to have 
done, cou d ſcarce prevail with me to undertake the . 
Work. For my Author, I found, was a little too much 
a Poet, and bad inſerted ſeveral fictitious Stories in his 
Poems, which did much leſſen their Gravity, and very 
ill become their Devotion; and which, indeed, on d 
| A 2 take 
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The PREFACE, 


bave made in the ſecond Poem of 


I have done the like, where thoſe fabulous Stories cam 
in my way, as whoever has the Curioſity to enquire 
may find, by comparing the Engliſh and the Latin 
And in all this, 1 think, I have rather done my Au 
thor a Kindneſs than an Injury. But there is anothe 
thing for which ſome of the Author's Friends ma 

perhaps call me to an Account; that is, for omittin; 

ſeveral Hiſtorical Paſſages taken from the Legends 0! 
Saints and Martyrologies: And for this I muſt re 
turn in my own behalf, that it was not out of any diſ 
regard to, or prejudice againſt the Saints and bol 
Perſons of whom the Account is given, nor that I ſu 
perſtitiouſly disbelieve their Stories, bowever ſome per 

| haps may with too much Superſtition credit them 4 


take from them that prevalency which they ought 1 
have, as ſerious Addreſſes from the Soul to God 
over the Affections of all that read them, But at la 
my inclination to the Work, made me reſolve rather 
wholly to omit thoſe Fictions where I met them, tharl 
recede from my Deſign. And accordingly I have mad 
it my Buſineſs to leave them always out, only where |} 
cou d think of an appoſite Example out of the Scriy 
tures, I have uſed it inſtead of the fictitious one omit- 
ted. As in the firſ® Poem of the ſecond Book, her 
the Author brings in Phaeton as an example of Men 

deſiring Liberty in chooſing, tho their Choice prove 
oftentimes their Ruin; I have uſed the Prodigal Son, 
as more ſuitable in that Deſign, and I am ſure to th. 
gravity of the Poem, And ſuch another Alteration || 
the third Book® 
where, inſtead of Cydippe's being deceiv'd by Acon- 
tius with an Apple, I have mentioned Eve's being . 
deluded by the Serpent. And in ſeveral other place 
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bt ti Ve true Reaſons of my leaving out the mention of them 
God Were theſe : Firſt, becauſe | knew that great part of 
at Laff be Readers would be Strangers to their Hiſtories, and 
ratbeñ euſt conſequently be at 4 loſs in underſtanding the 
„, tha EP ems. Secondly, becauſe the truth of the Relations 
e mad, not ſo evident as to render them unqueſtionable, I 


where ¶ bought them better left out, eſpecially ſince they are only 
Scri Ware recitals of ſuch Paſſages, without any improvement 
e omit. F Fancy, or luckineſs of Thought upon them, which 
| wher; ould not injure the Book by being omitted, whereas the 
f Mey Fuſerting that Part might prejudice ſome nice Fudg- 
prove mente againſt the Whole. And, which was my thicd 
al Son, WReaſon, might be a hindrance to the Impreſſion. 

to t But however they may Cenſure me for this, I hope 
ration Whey will not take it ill that I bave left out the Katyri- 
Bool cal part of the ſecond Poem of the firſt Book, wherein 
AconZ the Author reflects on the Monks and Friars in their 
ring 5 variety of Habits, and Conteſts about them; for in- 
place deed I thought it ſomething too uncharitable to have 
cam an) room in fo divine a Poem. And now I am Apolo- 
gizing for Omiſſions, let me not forget to acquaint the 


— cc 


9 


nNquir 

2 Reader that ] have left cut ſome of the Author s Senſe, 
my Au particularly in the eighth Poem of the ſecond Book, 
anothel and in the ſecond Poem of the third Book : In the firſt 


Is maid of which be recounts all the ſeveral ſorts of Perfumes F 
mittin be can think of, and in the latter makes a long recital 


nds off &f the warious kinds of Flowers, both which rather tire 
than delight the Reader, and be muſt be unkind if be 


ny diſ does not thank me fur omitting them. But ſtill it may 1 
1d bolt be objected againſt me, that I have made bold with my © | 


t I (uf Author, in varying from him, and ſometimes adding 
me per do him; Ti, true, I have done both; as in the third 
np; be 


mentioning 


| 


Poem of the firſs Book for inſtance, where, inſtead of | 


- 
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The PREFACE. F 
, : its 

mentioning Podalirius and Melampus, and the otbef jp bt be 
Phyſicians, I have uſed ten Lines of my own ; and int that 
the fifth Poem of the ſame Book, I have given an Ac excu/ 
count of Man's Creation ſomething different from tba d of 
in my Author (both which, as all the other Variations Hen 0) 
and Additions m1y be known to the Engliſh Reader by int at 
their being printed in the Italick Character.) But Monarc 
whether I have impair'd the Senſe, whether done far es 4 
rbe better or the worſe, I muſt ſubmit my Self to the ene! 
Fudgment of the Learned, whoſe Pardon I muſt beg Ne m 


for whatever is amiſs, and particularly if in any thing tion f 


* 


I bave injur d th: worthy Author, to whom I am wil- d 1. 
ling to make all the Reparation I am able. And if 1 e in 

have injar d bim in oth-r Additions, I bave done him Wen, 
a kindneſs in that of the tenth Poem of the third Book, We th 
where he ſeems 40 Apologiz,? for Self- murther; for 4 hey 
what I have there added ta kes away all poſſibility of "Tran; 
miſtaking bim, who I am confident was too good 4 id m. 
Chriſtian to deſign any thing of that kind, and a0 or cb. 
find be (ufficiently condemned all ſuch Attempts by this WY 4 
Verfe : as 7: 
O quoties quæſita fugæ fuir anſa pudendæ be ei 
Which I have rendred, onfide 
Ho oft wou'd I attempt a ſhameful Flight! PVigrel 
where the Epithet be gives to Flight, proves that he bad Wpbere 
10 good Opinion of it. And this gives me the hint to ajeſ 
ſay ſomething of his wiſhing for Death in the eighth pnd th 
Poem of the ſame Book, which is not any way meant © the 
in favour of Self-murther, but a Pious deſire of the Peing 
Soul to be freed from the captivity of the Body that eas 

it might enjoy its Saviour; which is no more than bat 
what St. Paul tells us of himſelf, That he had a de-, 
is jo 


fire to be diſſolved, and to be with Chriſt, More 
4a might 
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or ben bt be urg d in behalf of my Author on this account, 
nd inflis that he needs no Apology, and I have enough to do 
n A excuſe my ſelf, for tis not improbable I ſhall be ac- 
1 tba of an indecorum as to Chronology, in the fourth 
ation em of the firſt Book, in bringing in the glorious 
der hy int and Martyr King Charles the Firſt with our late 
But Wonarch, for Examples of the Misfortune that often- 
ne for nes attends the greateſt and beſt of Men, inſtead of 
to the Menelaus and Diony ſius: But I defire the Reader to 
ve me leave to inform bim, that I deſign my Tran- 
ion to repreſent the Book as if now but firft written, 
4 where then could I produce more apt Examples of 
e inftability of Fortune, and the ſufferings of good 
en, than thoſe Princes were, whoſe Unbappineſs, 
Book, We their Excellencies, had no Parallel? I am ſure 
; for They muſt be more ſuitable than Dionyſus, whoſe 
ity of Pram made him unpitied in his Miſery. And having 
ood a id my Reader my Deſign, ] hope be will not blame me 
r changing the 7th of May (which I ſuppoſe was 
Author s Birth-day) to the 27th of July (which 
as my own) and applying to my ſelf all that part of 
be eighth Poem in the third Book; and then I am 
onfident I ſhall not be condemn d on any Hand for that 
Vigreſſion in the fourteenth Poem of the ſame Book, 
xe bad Nyberein I conceive the joyful Reception of his Sacred 
int to Majeſty King Charles the Firſts Soul into Heaven, 
ighth nd the great Satisfaction which bis Son's Succeſſion 
neant Fo the Crown brought to thoſe Celeſtial Spirits, who 
f the ting lovers of Right and Equity, muſt be exceedingly 
that Pleas d to bave his undoubted Title take place, for 
than (bat they are affected with ſome Tranſactions here be- 


a de- on, is evident from our Saviour s Words, That there 
More is joy in Heaven among the Angels over Sinners | 
mght 0 that 
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that repent ; and why not then over the Fuſt that are 
rewarded ? | 
I would not willingly tire my Reader with a long 
Preface, and therefore ſhall only add a Word or two in 
Sehalf both of my Author and my Self. *Tis true, the 
Title-page in the Latin declares bim of the Society 
of Jeſus, but bis Bock ſbhews nothing either of his Or- 
der, or particular Opinion in Religion, but that he 
Is an excellent Chriſtian in the main: And indeed be 
ſeems to me to have deſignedly avoided all occaſion of 
Offence to his Readers of a different Fudgment; for 
tho in the fourteenth Poem of the firſt Book he bad a A 
fair opportunity of mentioning Purgatory, be wholly 
declines it, and takes no notice at all of ſuch a place. 
And in the twelfth Poem of the third Book he ſay: i 
nothing of Tranſubſtantiation, th be had occaſion ® 
to mention the Sacrament of the Euchariſt. And this 
particularly I thought neceſſary to offer, leſt ſome may 
' . think 1 have , bim in thoſe places, which, 4 
F they conſult himſelf, they ll ſee I have had no occa- 
fron for it. Thus having made my Excuſe for ſome 
things which I fear d might be Carpt at, if I have any 
= other Faults, I ſhall detain the Reader no longer, but | 

let bim go on to find them, 2 
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OF-IHE 


Eternal Habitations, 


ESUS CHRIST. 


1 Aide W defir to py into, 
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ing js not hid from thee, Plal. 38. verl. 9. 
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I The ſecrer Pantings of my Love. ſi > Heartz 5 
ole cloſe receſſes to no other Eye 

t that great Pom ys that fram d them, open lie: 
only views my Thoughts in their undreſs, 

d þis bright Beams ſearch thro' their nakedneſs: 

him each ſecret ſigh, each ſilent groan, DYE 


him the bottom of my Soul is known. Fe nn, OR 
B 2 %o 


. 


d, they "RO" all ny Deſire, and my Groan- 


4 —— — 


by TE 


who can his ſenſe Canother's- ears convey, 
Unlels himſelf his own deſigns betray ? 
Yet, cou'd Diſcov ry gratify my Wiſh, 
Concealment ſhould not long defer the Bliſs : 
But no relation can my wants relieve, 4 
Or limits to my bouridleſs Wiſhes. give. 


Rachel a while Ht hae loft Sons deplore, 
But finding Tears in vain, ſhe wept no more. 
Thus Fire emits, and then devours its Seeds, 
And dn it Off- ſpring the wild Parent feeds. 
Thus, when the Clouds have empty 'd all their Ra 
They drink up the exbauſted ſtock again. 
And thus I beſt receive the Tears 1 ſhed, 

And turn the Streams back to 1 


d 7 2 70h ! * 23 A (ROA M 
Then, what . Thbdghts are, while 1 dee , 
ni eff 
Only to me, and him I love, is known; . 


What I deſign in every ſilent YOW, 4 5 ve L 
Only my falf, and my Beloved know; _ | 

And my. thick SIGHS a myſtick Language pro 
Vaknown to all but; me 50d Him I love. 


un 2, 


+ How 45 have 1. with pious Fraud and Art 
In a difſembled look bely'd my Heart? ? 


£ 

on i 

a N p %S « id * <4 " % 
| g's Oe . 4 
a A 


Pleal 


eaſure and Mirth without deludes the ſight, 
hile all within is Torment in the height. 


No Faith in Tears, for Tears have learnt deceit, 
Faith in Smiles, unleſs your ſelf you'd cheat. 
weep, the haſty World believes I'm fad ; 
Waugh, and they as faſt conclude me glad. 

pw little ſhows my Face my Mind's intent ? 


5 mile when griev'd, when pleas'd, L. moſt lament. 
„Per the Camelion changes more than thoſe, 
2 hoſe every Wiſh new Maſquerades expoſe ; 
jr Rai one knows my ſecret GROANS, and VOYPS, 
(and SIGHS, 
one but we Two, and only we ſuffice. 
in- bea 
Heb. iv. 13. 
RO4Wber is there any Creature that is not ma- 
I deef nifeſt in his Sight, but all Things are naked 


and opened to the Eyes of him with whom 
we have to do. 8 „ 


8 
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With my Soul have 7 & Aire 


FI ＋ OO Din 


the Ht: ht [54 26. 9. 
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I. XXvi. 9. 


TOW. "A my wandring Thoughts miſtake their 
| And inaMaze of darkſomErrors ftray? (ways | 
Loſt in whoſe diſmal Lab Tinth, I conclude. 
h Egyptian Plague is in my Soul renewed. 
All cloudy, fearful, horrid ; not one ſpark 
Of Day ; a Night for Night i it ſelf 100 dark, 
No-Scythian or Cimmerian Sky ſo black, (forſake 4 
Tho Heav'n's bright Lamps thoſe gloomy She 
Ev'n Hell, where Night in ſable Triumph ale "1 
Yields to the Terror of my darker Ce: 


For tho no fav ouring Star imparts its Light, 


(8)/ 


To baniſh thence the thick ſubſtantial Night, 


* Yet there ſo much their Puniſhment they feel, 


As will not let them be 3»ſenſible : 


þ 


There the ſad Shades bewail their want of Light; 


And ev'n the dim Cimmerians ſee tis Night, 


And, when the Seytbians ſix dark Moons have ſpent, 5 | 


Thi expected Day returns from Baniſhment. 


But I am to eternal Night confin'd, 
And what ſhou'd guide me, is it ſelf ſtruck blind. 
There's not one glim'ering Beam that dares invade 
The ſetled Horror of the gloomy Shade. 
Nor can I hope but that I till muſt ſtray, + 
Since I perceive not how I loſe my way "ns 
But love th' unhappy Darkneſs where J err, 


And Nights foul Shades, to Days bright Lamp prefer. 


For Pride. falſe light miſguides my wandrin 8 mind, 
And vain Ambition ſtrikes my Judgment blind: 
Loves ſoft Enchantments my weak Heart entice ; 


q _ His fool Hire, delude my dazled Eyes. 


When theſe black Images my thoughts poſſeſs, 


ö ; The darkneſs and the horror ſtill increaſe. | 
= My Eyes have their ſucceflive Night and Day,) 
= And Heav'n allows Ther: an alternate Sway: 0 


1 — Wine my Seal as 28 were as bz 63 
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at Reaſon jointly might with 3/1 preſide: 7 
hoſe Office tis Dm OS 2 Mind to Bude; * . 


They more are griev d who cannot uſetheirSi * 


an they, who never yet enjoy d the Light; 
nd he that in Night's Shades has loſt his Way, 


_ —_— 


e haſte, like Perſians, to adore his Riſe; 5 
hither our early Homage we addreſs, © © 
\nd.ftrive who firſt ſhall his kind Influence bleſs.” 


hus oft, on high, I Heav'ns bright Orb e 74 


rom Pole to Pole, and thus as oft have pray d; 


Shine, ſhine, my Sun, bright Object of my Song, 5 
Thou that haſt left my watchful Eyes too long: 5 | 


iſe, riſe, or half thy beauteous Face diſplay'!” 


f that's too much, indulge me one ſhort Rap. = VI 24 1 
et, if that Bliſs is too ſublime for me, es: MY 


28 


0 let i it be enough, .to've "Ins 'd for Thee! 


- 
— 


Bernard i in Cant. Serm, 78. 


The Warld has its Nights, and rhoſe not a few. Mas? 


by do I ſay its Nights ; ſince it ſelf is almoſt one con- 
el Nigbt, and alway; overſpread with Darkneſs ? 


II. o c. 


2 * > 4 


When the bright Sun returns to cheer our Exay 8 
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lutes with greater Joy th approaching Day: 5 = 4 
t that's a Night too tedious to be born, 75 ria 
hich never will admit the grateful Morn. * © 
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1 | Who can accepted, who can pardon d be, | 
Since none from Folly, none from Fault. are free 25 


| Ged, chore huowef my fi pi and ” fault 


” 
1 | 
2 


are not hid from thee, 


F thou our childiſh Follie can'ft not bear, 
Thou, who do'ſt all things by wiſe Counſel: ſteer ; ; 


This Poyſon, of ſo ſubtil, ſtrange a kind: 


Nor ſcapes, alas, the moſt exalted Mind © | . 


Whom Sheba's Queen for Wiſdom did peak 5 
(Strange Weakneſs! ated Foly ern with Her; 


All whicPd about by the ſame giddy Mind. 
*Tis vain to hide our Faults, we've all been frail; 
Folly's our Birth-right by a long Entail. 

Since our firſt Parents went themſelves aſtray, 
And taught us too to fool our Bliſs away: 
They for an Apple all Mankind betray'd; 

Was e'er a more imprudent Bargain made - 
Nor Eſau's Folly has its Parallel, 

Who, Wretch! devour d his Birth- right at a Meal, 


 Evn He, ——— 


Which 


ö 


Which proves that King's Oraclous Sentence true, 


H 

Who ſays, that Fools are num rous, Wiſe-men fews wh. 

© Nor was the prudent Moſes's Wiſh in vain, Why 
when he of Man's deſtruction did complain: Wer 

e O that utithinking Mortals wou'd be wiſe, bi. 

i ce And place their End before their heedful Eyes! 3 Brit 
! 1 * ThenSins ſhort Pleaſures they wou'd ſoon deſpiſe, | Ane 


B It Nor yield, like Wax; to ev'ry Stamp of Vice, J h 


Wo- any but a ſtrange beſotted Rout, I Ani 
Tb Exiſtence of a God deny, or doubt? 9 
Tbeſe, that in Sin they may uncheck'd go on, = V 


Perſwade themſelves to a Belief of None. 3 Tho 
Our very Crimes t improve our Folly tend, — 5 ; Yet 
And we're infatuate, e er we dare fend, Th. 

| 1 Nor does the growing frenzy here give o'er, Ah 
But from this I runs headlong on to more: No 
. We Caſtles build in this inferiour Air, Th. 
L , if to have Eternal Beings here: As 
But when unthought - of Death ſhall ſnatch us hence, ¶ He 
We then ſhall own the fond Improvidence. | But 
Wich endleſs and unprofitable toil * | Un 


We ſtrive tlenrich and beautify the Soil ; An 
This Soil, which we muſt leave at laſt behind T 
T0 thoſe for whom our Pains were ne'er def; ign' d. © 


- . 


*. 


2 P AY How 


* * S2 N ? 
How does our toil reſemble Childrens 259 * 
When they erect an Edifice of Clay? Jt © Wh a 
ow idly buſy and imploy'd they fe??? 

\ Tiere, ſome bring Straw ; there,others ek, prepaeh 
.. loads his Cart with Dirt ; that in a Shell, ; 
yes! | 4 Brings Water, that it may be temper d well; Py. 
piſe, And in their Work themſelves e f 
While Age the childiſh Fabrick does deride :» 1 
o on our Work Heav'n with contempt looks down, La; 
X And with a breath our Babel. Ti 10 Wer 


{id 


rue, 


- 


A What Mage deſire of Gems, what thirſt af G1 
5 Tboſe, drops of Rain congeal'd ; bat, ripned Mold: 
vet theſe fo much Mens nobler Souls debaſe, 
That they their Bliſs in ſuch mean trifles place. 
Ah! fooliſn Ign'rants! can your Choice approve, 
No more exalted Objects of your love, 
That all your time in their purſuit you ſpend, 
As if Salvation did on them depend? 
ence, Heav'n may be purchas'd at an eaſy rate; 
But, oh! how few bid any thing for That! 
Unthinking Men! who Earth to Heav'n prefer, 
And fading Joys to endleſs Glory there! © 
nd The Crime of ſuch an inconſid rate Choice 
gn'd, Ought not pretend to Pardon, ev'n in Boys; 


For 


(4) » 
For They from Counters current Money know, 
Almoft as ſoon as they have learnt to go: 


But Men (oh ſhame) prize counterfeit Delights 
Before the Joys to which kind Heav'n invites. 


Oh ! 5 ſome Artiſt to retrieve their lenſs, | j 
E'ce more degrees of Folly they commence | 


Bue by Heav'ns piercing Eye we are deſcry'd, 
Which does our Sins with Follies Mantle hide. 
= He's pleas'd to wink at Errors too in me, 
And ſeeing ſeems as tho? he did not ſz. 
= He knows I've but a ſlender ſtock of Vit, 
And want a Guardian too to manage it, 

O then, ſome kind Protection, Lord, aſſign 
This Ideot Sou! But "twill be beſt in Tbine. 
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III. Have 


Zu mem urn me Lem 1 


for Tar 7 
| med aro ve 927. 3 


L. or heal me l A = 


. 


4 WL 


ave mercy upon me, O Lord, for Tam weak: O 
Lord, heal me, for my Bones are vexed, 


Pſal. vi. 2. 


Hall my juſt Grief be querulous, or mute, 
O Full of Diſeaſe, of Phyſick deſtitute? 
thought thy Love ſo conſtant heretofore, 

That Yows were needleſs to confirm me more: 

\nd can ſt thou now abſent, and ſlight my Pain? 
hat fault of mine has caus d this cold Diſdain? 


O beſt Phyſician of my love-ſick Soul, 
Vhoſe ſight alone will make thy Patient whole; 
hou who haſt can d, can'ſt thou forget my Grief, 
FThich only from its Author ſeeks Relief? 


Sbon d they whoſe Art gave dying Fame new breath, 
Ind reſcu d their ſurviving Names from Death: 
vey in whoſe ſight no bold Diſeaſe durſt ſand, 
t trembling vaniſh d at their leaſt command; 
e who each Simple's ſow reign Virtue knew, 
nd to their ends cou d well apply them too: 
| C Shou'd 
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Oft my ot Health, and their 1 Ski. 


The ſubtle Poyſon creeps through all my Veins 


180 
- Shou'd they their Skill in tedious Conſult try, 
All, all wou'd fail to eaſe my miſery 3 
All their Preſcriptions without Thine are vain, BF 
Thine only ſuit the Nature of my Pain. oh 
Thou who haſt caus'd, can'ſt thou forget my Gria 
Which only from its Author ſeeks Relief ? 


See] my parch'd Tongue my inward heat — f 
c 


And my quick Pulſe proclaims inteſtine Wars; 
While ſo much Blood's profuſely ſpent within” Pe 
That not one drop can in my Cheeks be ſeei®” f 
And the ſame Pulſe that once gave brisk Alarn 
Beats a dead March in my dejected Arms: 
My Doctors figh, and ſhrugg ing take their leave, 
And me to Heav'n and a cold Grave bequeath, 
While more than they the fatal ſenſe I feel 


What can the Patient hope, when ey'n deſpa 
Diſcourages the loſt Phyſician's care! 


And in my Bones the fierce Contagion reigns: 
My drooping Head flies to my Hands for aid, 
But by the feeble Props is ſoon. betray'd : 
Now my laſt breath is ready to expire, 
AndI muſt next to Death's dark Cell retire. 

Vai 


| (19) 
W aioly 1 firive my other Pains to tell, 
cauſe their numbers unaccountable. 
hs W: chis forlorn unpity d ſtate I lie, 
ST hile he who can relieve me, lets me die. | 
race all chang'd, and out of knowledge grown, 
n I am ſcarce perſwaded tis my own. 
* Wy Eyes have ſhrunk for ſhelter to my Head, 
ac; d on my Cheek the Roſe hangs pale and dead. 
chin N o pow'r cou'd drive the fierce Diſeaſe away, 
e ſc” force th inſulting Victor from his prey. 
Atari Bed Tloath ; nor can it ſleep procure ; 

ly — Wound, no Surgion's hands endure. 


(heart, 


Grit 


1 


ve, 


th, My Wounds —But oh! that Word has pierc'd my 
el he very mention does renew their ſmart; b 
J. y Wounds gape wide, as they wou'd let in Death, 
Ind make quick Paſſage for my flitting Breath: 
deſpiller can they ev'n the lighteſt touch endure, 
. t dread the Hand that wou'd attempt their Cure. 
Vein r, Lord, my Wound, are from the Darts of Sin, 
eigns: hat rage and torture my griev'd Soul within : 
or aid, ere an bydropick thirſt of Riches reigns, 
1 d their Pride's flatuous humour ſwells my Veins; 
e, xt frantick Paſſion plays the Tyrant's part; 
retire. d Loves ov r-ſpreadin — Cancer gnaws my Heart. 
Vail 


G2 Oft 


0 20.) | 
Oft to the learn'd I made my ſuff rings enn. 
Oft try d their Skill, but found Redreſs 45 none: 1 
Not all the virtue of Berheſda's Pal, 
Without thy help, could ever make me whole. 
Then to what healing Altar ſhou'd I flie, 
But chat whoſe proſtrate Victims never die? 
To Thee, Health-giver to the World, I kneel, 
Who moſt can'ſt pity what thy ſelf didſt feel: 
There's no ſound part in all my tortur'd Soul : 
But, if thou wilt, Lord, thou caſt make me whole. 
See where, to cruel Thieves, a helpleſs prey, 
| Wounded and rob'd I'm left upon the way. 3 
O Good Samaritan ! my Heart revive 3 
With Wine; my Wounds ſome Balm of Gilead give 1 
Then take me home, leſt if ]I here remain, | 
My Foes return, and make thy Succour vain. 
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(21) 


Aug. de Verb. Dom. Serm. 55. cap. 55. 


Te whole World, from Eaſt to Weſt, lies very 
ick; but to cure this very fick World, there 
deſcends an Omnipotent Phyſician, who 
humbled himſelf even to the Aſſumption of 


a mortal Body, as if be had gone into the 
Bed of the Diſeaſed, © 
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ook upon my adverſity and 41695 and heide 
ne all my fin,” Plal, xxv. 17. | 


An all my Suff rings no Compaſlion move, 
And wou dſt thou yet perſwade me thou doſt 
has oft been ſaid, believe it he that will! (love? 
hat thoſe who Love, each others torment feel. 
anſt thou behold my Grief, and ſeek no way | 
or my redreſs? True Love brooks no- delay. 
ee what a ſervile Wal my Neck — 
Thoſe ſhame is more afflicting than its pain!!! 
ith any Task my Soul wou'd be content, 
ut one whoſe Scandal is a Puniſhment. © 
lad my Afflictions any parallel, 
aught by Example, I ſhou'd bear them well : 
nd twou'd, amidſt my Woes, bring ſome Relief, 
o have more ſhoulders to ſupport the Grief: 

or braveſt Heroes oft have felt the weight 
f their injurious Step-dame Fortune”s Hate. 

bus our fam'd Martyr, in bis Murd refs Heal, 

ow 4 to a Rebel Ax His Sacred Head; þ 0 


C4 While © i 


WW 


(24) 
While His great Son, @ Prince of high Renown, 
The Heir of His bright Father's Name and Crown, 
In an obſcure, ignoble Baniſhment, 
Did His own Fate, and Rebels Guilt prevent. 
Sad Inſtances of Man's uncertain State 
Yet 'tis no Crime to be unfortunate : 
But my baſe Slav'ry is alone my blame, | 
And leſs to be bewail'd wich Tears, than Shame : 
And to a heavier ſum my Woes amount, 
Since I muft place them to my own account. 
Like captiv'd Sampſon I am driv'n about, 
The drudge and ſcorn of an inſulting Rout. 
Around I draw the heavy reſtleſs Wheel, 
And find my.endleſs Task beginning ſtill : 
Within this Circle by ſtrange Magick bound, 
"I'm ftill in Motion, yet I gain no Ground. 
O! that ſome aa Labour were injoyn d, 
And not the Tyrant Vice enſlav d my mind! 
No weight of Chains cou'd grieve my captive Hands Ca 
Like the loath'd Drudg'ry of its baſe Commands 3 Canſ 
By this a double mis ry I contract, | Look 
. Ev'nI condemn the hated Ills I ag. O hi 
+ Yet of my Chains I'm not fo weary grown, 5 
But that J ſtill am putting others on. 72 
For Sin has always this attending Curſe, HH 
Io back the firſt Tranſgreſfion with a worſe: es 
| | | This 


vn, 


ne; 
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This 


2083" 
This to my ſorrow, I too often find ! 
Yet no Experience warns my heedleſs mind. 
Thus Vice and Virtue do my Soul divide, 
Like a Ship toſt between the 77nd and Tide. 
leafure, the Baud to Vice, here draws me in, 


ere, Grief, its Follow'r, pulls me back from Sin: 


et Pleaſure oft comes Conqueror from the Field, 
hilſt I to Vice, inglorious Homage yield. 
ho' Grief does ſtill with Vice in triumph ride, 


Plac'd like a Slave by that great Conqu rors ſide. 


hus Vice and Virtue have alternate ſway, 
hile I, with endleſs labour, Both obey : 
And to increaſe my pains, as-if too ſmall, 
by heavy hand comes in the rear of all, 
And with deep piercing ſtrokes corrects me more, 
For what was puniſh'd»in it ſelf before. | 
Thus guilty Souls in Hell are ſcourg d for Sin; 
Their never-ending Pains thus ſtill begin. 
Canſt thou, unkind ! behold my wretched Fate ? 
Canſt thou behold, and not commilſerate ? 
Look on, O ſee if cauſleſs I complain: 
O hold thy Hand, and mitigate my Pain! 


Aug. in Pſal. xxxvi. 


I ſuppoſe the World is called a Mill, becauſe it is turn d 
ah out on the Wheels of Time, and grinds and cruſh- 
es thoſe that muſt admire it. | 
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Remember, T beſeech thee, We thou baft made 
| Ordoes gb. What ĩt re 'd eb 
That the great Awthor of this'brittle Frame 


me as the Clay, and wilt thou ring me into 
orgets from what Mey * came! 2 


— 


Ages, to Thee are but as yeſterday's" A 
Ind canſt thou, Tord, forget thy humble Clay 2 

rm d with à touch, and quiet ned with a breath 5 

n one ſhort moment made, and doom d to death. 

If thou haſt this forgot, receive from me | 
e ſtrange relation of the Hiſtory. A 

ben this great Fabrick of the World was rear d, 

Ind its Orig nal Nothing diſappear d, 

ben, in the cloſe of the Sixth buſie day, 
[bou with - a glance didſt the whole Work ſurvey ; 
{nd pleas d with that fair product of thy Pon v, . 
ou dſt copy t o er again in Miniature; 
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(28) 
Then was with all the Art of Heav'n deſign'd, 
The mortal Image of th' immortal Mind. 
Bleſt Eden was the place which gave him Birth, 
And as he lightly leapt from Mother Earth, 
Pleas d Heav'n and Nature ſmiling greet his riley 
And bid him welcome into Paradiſe. 
Hard. by a ſilver Stream did gently paſs, 
Stealing i its ſecret Path along the Grals ; 
But ſoon its head-ſtrongWaves more fiercely hurl! 
To: view the New-born. Maſter of the World: r cot 
Thence in four ſtreams to diſtant Regions ſtraj 
And bear the wondrous Tidings wide away. 
Here from a Lump of deſpicable Earth, 


Had Man (the leſs, but Nobler World) bis Birtb; hy e 
The Nobler, /ince in bis ſmall Frame we view . Or he 
At ome the World and its Creator too. But 
Hut things of fineſt texture firſt decay, Or bl: 


And Heav'n's great Maſter-piece is brittle Clay 3 
Ruin d by that which does its worth advance, 
And daſh'd to pieces by the leaſt miſchance. 

This frail, this tranſitory Thing am 1, 
Who only live, to learn the way to die : 
So ſoon ſhall Fate to its firſs Matter turn, 751 ; 
The curious Structure of this living Urn. ger 7 
Thus China- Veſſels, wrought with Art and Pain, = is - 
Are, without either, turn d to Duſt again. 


a Suck 
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( 29\) 
eb is th uncertainty of humane ſtate, 
ch the deſtructive haſte of neceſſary Fate 
Why then, my God, does ſwift-pac'd Timebetray, 
hat of it ſelf's ſo ſubject to decay? 


, „ll to the Grave, their Centre, freely bend, 
is riſfe ne tbither, preſt with their own weight, deſcend ; 
ate needs not any haſty vilence uſe, 
o force a motion, which unurg'd they chuſe. 
Did I the Stars more temper'd matter ſhare, 
darf ill they firſt fell, I no decay ſhou'd fear: 
1d : pr cou'd I like th' unbody'd Angels be, 
un ike them, Id triumph o'er Mortality. 
& But I, like Inſects, ſure, derive my Birth 
5 ay ſome Plebeian, putrifying Earth. 
irth ; 


Vhy did not Heav'n an Iron temper grant, 
Dr hew me from a Rock of Adamant 2? 
But how dare I with Heav'n expoſtulate, 
Or blame the frailty of my mortal ſtate ? 
; or ought prou'd Clay its Potter &er upbraid, 
or ſcorns he that weak Veſſel he has made. 


Rupert. in Jerem. lib. x. cap. 4. 


Dares the unhappy Clay blaſpheme the fingers of its Pot- 

ter? How ſo ! becauſe the Potter contracting his fin- 

: gers, and ſtriking the Veſſel with his whole band, it 
ain, is violently daſh'd to pieces, 
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I bave ſinned, what frat F in unto thee, O thou 
Preſerver of Men? Why baft thou ſet me as a 
Mark any thee? Job vu. 20. | 


18 juſt, nor will I longer hide my ſhame; 
But own my {elf egregiouſly to blame: 
My Sins to ſuch a mighty ſam amount, 
That hope of Pardon wou'd increaſe th account; 
And the black Cat'logue of their unwip'd ſcore, 
Calls for more e than 3 Reef in ſtore. | 


I own it, Lord, nor juſt Diſhonou fear ;- 

Since publick Puniſhment I ought to bear. 

Here, at thy Feet, I humbly proſtrate ne: 

And beg my Sentence from thy Mouth to know. 

Shall my own Hand thy dread Revenge prevent, 

And make my ſelf my own fad Monument ? 

Shall I with Gifts thy loaden Altar erown, 

Or ſacrifice the Beaſt, my ſelf, thereon ? _ 

(To ſure my Blood wou'd that bleſt place prophane, 

And give what it ſhow'd cleanſe a fouler ſtain.) 4 
5 = 


All this, and more, if poſſible to do, 
Wou'd fall far ſhort to pay the Debt I owe. 

But thou art not ſevere, nor hard to pleaſe, 
Whom Blood and Slaughter only can appeaſe: 
Thy Sword thy conquer d Foe has often ſpar'd, 
And thence the beſt, the nobleſt Trophies rear'd. 
No tyrant Paflion rages in thy Breaſt, 

But the meek Dove builds there her peaceful Neſt; 
Kind Guardian of the World! our Help, our Aid, 
To whom the Vows of all Mankind are made: 
Who when thou woud'ſt thy height of Anger ſhow, 
A ſudden Calm unbends thy threatning brow : 
How kindly doſt thou raiſe the proſtrate Foe, Forg 
With the ſame hand that ſhou d have ſicuck the blow? ¶ Had 


Wou'dſt thou permit But oh! what Eloquence 

Can with ſucceſs appear in my defence? 

Yet let me, Lord, plead for y ſelf, and Thee, 

Leſt ev'n thy Cauſe, as mine, may injur'd be. 

Lord, I confeſs I've ſinned, but not alone; 

Wile thou impute a Common Guilt to One ? 
Thy bare-fac'd Rebels ſtill unpuniſh'd go, 

As if thou mindedſt nothing here below. 

Unplagu d, like other Men, the brutiſh Sine, 
Halo i'th' foul exceſs of Luſt and Wine: 


Yet 


033) 


et Joſt thou ſtop thy Arrows on the String; 
rreſt thy brandiſh'd Thunder on the Wing; 
heath thy red Sword, juſt lifced for'the blow, 
nd in its room tnild Olive-branches ſhow. 
ev ry ſlip each inadvertencie, 

magnify d to inſuff rable in me. 

am the Mark of ev'ry wounding ſfroke; 

5 if I only did thy wrath provoke. * 

bis I confeſs, All I, alas! can do: 

bear my Ptay'r, with my Confeſſion too! 
ccept the good Effects of an ill Cauſe, 


wi d pardon Sin, that gains thee moſt applauſe. 

8, Forgive me, Conqu ror: ſince thou muſt confeſs 
low? Had I not Ert d, thy Glory had been leſs. 
ience 


Greg. in 7 cap. Job, lib. 8. cap. 23. 


5 en God ſets Man ks mark againſt bim, hex Man 
by ſinning has forſaken God: But our juſt Creator 
ſet him as 4 mark againſt him ; becauſe he thought 
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(35) 


VII. 


here fore hideſt thou thy Ali, „and boldeſt 
me for thine Enemy? Job xili. 24. 


S't my great Error, or thy ſmall Reſpt®, 

That Iam treated with this cold neglect? 
thought thy frowns were but diſſembled heat, 
nd all thy threatning looks an amorous cheat. 
s tender Mothers draw the Breaſt , 

o urge their pretty Innocents to 25 * 
r as the Nurſe ſeems to do, a Kiſs, 


+ & © 4 


0 I belicy d. thou didſt abſcond, and . 4.111 
Only to make me faſter follow thee. be 
But now, (alas!) tis earneſt all, I find, a tw d 
und not pretended Anger, but deſign'd : 

y kind Embrace you coldly entertain, 

s if we never ſhou'd be Friends again: 

\nd with ſuch eager haſte my preſence ſhun, 
Men from Mouſters or Infection run; 

\s if my Looks wou'd turn you into Stone: 


lut fear not that, the work s already done 3 4 
* BY 3 


; _ (36) 

So cold- you are, ſo ſenſeleſs of my ſmart, 
Some Magick ſure has petrify'd my Heart. 
O let me know what Crime I muſt deplore, 
That lets me ſee your dear-lov'd Face no more: 
Ah! why that Face muſt I no longer ſee, 
Which ne'er, till now, once look'd unkind on met 
Sure you believe there's Poyſon in my Breath, 
Or that my Eyes dart unavoided Death. 
Prevent the danger with thy conqu'ring Eye, 
. Unſheath its Rays, and let th' Offender die: 

Or elſe diſcharge a frown, and ſtrike me dead, 

For mire than Death I your Diſpleaſure dread. 

Your Eyes are all I wiſh, let them be mine, 

The Sun, unmiſt by me, may ceaſe to ſhine : 

Fair Cynthia's beauteous Eyes, I can contemn, 

Tho! all the Lamps of Night fetcht Beams frot 

But if, my Life, my Soul, thou Tbine deny, (them 
 Heart-broke, in darkneſs and deſpair I die. 

And it thy very Abſence cauſe ſuch pain, 

Gueſs what my Torment is to love, but love in wait 
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(37) 
Amb. Apolog. pro David. 


any of our Servants offend us „ we are wont 
not to look upon them If this be thought 4 
Funiſoment among Men, how much more 
with God? For you ſee that God turned 
away his Face from the Offering of Cain. 
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(39) 


VIII. 


) that my Head were W, aters, and mine Eyes 
a Fountain of Tears, that 1 ger * day 
and night ! * ix. I, 


H! that ed: were one vaſt ſource of tears, 
With bubling Srreamsas num'rous as my Hairs! 
y Face a Plain, which briny Floods ſhould drown, 
\nd ſcorning Banks, come proudly rolling down. 
[hat Grief with inexhauſtible ſupplies, | 

ou'd fill the Ciſterns of my flowing Eyes! | 

[ill the fierce Torrents which thoſe Springs impart 
down my Breaſt, and ftagnate round my Heart. 


Not all the Tears the Royal Pſalmiſt ſhed, 
Tich which his Couch was waſt/d, himſelf was fed3 

Nor hoſe which once the weeping Mary pour'd, 
On the dear Feet of her forgiving Lord; 

Nor thoſe which drown'd the great Apoſtlès s Breaſts 
Thoſe boaſted Zeal ſhrunk at th affrighting Teſt ; 
or theſe, nor more than theſe, can Cer ſuſfie, | 

To cleanſe the ſtains of my Impieties. 

D 4 | - | Give ö 


(45) 

Sie me the undiſcover'd Source of Nle, 
That with ſev'n Streams o 'erflows the Egyptian Soil | 
Or, Noah! Ler thy Deluge be renew'd. 

Till I am drown'd in the im petious Flood; 

Til Tow'rs, and Trees, and Hills appear no more; 

* one 1 Dear: Sea, Without a Shore. | 


O that theſe Foumains wol their 35 begin 

And flow as faſt a.] made haſte to ſin ! 

The weeping Limbecks never ſhou'd give o re, 
Tull their laſt drop bad emptied all their Store. 

Happy ye Fotntains which fur ever flow, 

IWhoſe endleſs Streams no. Drowth or 'Summer know, 

O that my Eyes had all the Drops which' fel! 

From this fair Spring, or that eternal Well. 

How do 1 grudge the Clouds their ervy d Rain 
How wiſh the boundle(s Treaſures of the Main 
Then ſhou'd my Tears, like that, juſt motion keep, 

And I ſhou 'd take a range delight to weep. # 
Nor the : ſwift « current of my Grief forbid, 
- Till in the Waves this little World were bid ; 
Hd, as the neighb'ring Valleys are o velpread, 
"When the warm Sun melts Pindus ſnowy head. 
The great Aſſyrian, found in Jordan's Sc, 
A bappr Aded cine for his foul Diſcaſe ; 3 - avs 
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1 
But what kind Torrent will my Cure begin, 

And cleanſe my filthier Leproſie of Sin? 

See ! from my Saviour's fide a ſtream of Blood L 
III bath my ſelf in that Redeeming Flood. 
That healing Torrent was on purpoſe ſpilt, © 
To waſh my. Stains, and expiate all my Guilt. 
That ever-flowing Ocean will ſuffice 
For the defect of my exhauſted Eyes. 


TI were all diſſolv'd to Tears, and thoſe not 
only ſome few drops, but an Ocean or 4 
Deluge, * ſhould never Weep enough.” | 
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Thy ains of Hell came about me : The frarks : | 
Death overtook me, Plal. xvili. 4. 


Hue in this fad Diſtreſs my ſelf I view, | 
Mlethinks I make that Heathen Fable true; 
Of him whoſe bleeding mangled Carcaſs lay, 
To his own Hounds expos'd a helpleſs Prey. 
Long I the Pleaſures of the Mood purſird, 

Till, like its Beafts, my ſelf grew wild and rude ; 
I hop'd with Hunting to divert my Care, 

But almoſt fell my ſelf into the Snare. 


Yet to thoſe Woods (alas) 1 did not go & 1 
Whoſe inn cent Sports give Health and Pie too. u 
I ſpread no Toils to take the 'tim'rons Deer, | 
Nor aim'd my Javlin at the rugged Bear. 
Happy, had I my Time ſo well imploy'd, 
Nor had I been by my own Game deſtroy d: 

I had not then miſ-ſpent my Youthful Days, 
Nor torn my Fleſh among ſharp Thotny ways. 


But 


a4) 
But I (alas!) ſtill ply'd the ſparkling Mine, 
That poyſ'nous Juice of the pernicious Vue ; 
And this expos'd me to Love's fatal Dart, 
The falſe betray'r of my unguarded Heart : 
Thou Love, haſt thy ſly Nets, and ſubtle Charms; 
Nor are thy Bow and Dart thy only Arms. 
And treacherous Fine does fatal Weapons bear; 
The 62/7 is more deſtructive than the Spear. 
Thus Sampſon, by his Delilab betray'd, 
Was Hers, and then his Eu'mies Captive made : 
Thus, when too freely Noah had us d the Vine, 
He who dcp d the Flood, lay drown'd in Wine. 


Thus Love, by me purſu'd (alas!) too faſt, 
Seiz d my loſt Soul, and-prey'd on me at laſt; 
Within whoſe cloſe incircling Toils beſet, 

I ſeem d a Beaſt juſt fall'n into the Net: 
Deſtroy'd by what my Inclination ſought, 

As Birds by their frequented Lime-zwigs caught; 
For Death around, its ſubtle Nets does ſpread, 
Fine as the texture of the Spiders Web: 
And as perdue that watchful Robber lies, 

His buzzing Prey the better to N 
But, taught by Motion when the Booty's nigh, 
Laps out, and ſeizes the entangled Hy: 


Or 


1 J 


<4) 
Or as a Fowler; with his hidden Snare; 
Conttives t'entrap the Racers of the Aic ; 
While to conceal and further the Deceit, [ 
He ſtrows the Ground with his deſtructive Meat; 
And faſtens Birds of the ſame kind, to ſing, 
And weakly flutter on their captive Wing: 
So Death the Wretch into his Snare decoys, 
And with pretended Happineſs deſtroys : 
Above the*Nets we think a leap to take, 
But head-long drop into th' infernal Lake. 


Amb. lib. 4. in cap. 4. Luce. 
The reward of Honours, the beight of Power, the deli- 


cacy of Diet, and the beauty of an Harlot, are the 
ſnares of the Devil. | 1 . 


lem, de bono mortts. | 


hug thou ſeckeſ Pleaſures, thou runneſt into Snares; 
MA... Eye of the” Harlot is the Snare of the A- 
terer, | 
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Enter. not into Fudgment ib thy Servant, 
0 Lord, Pal. cxlui. __ as 


HE Maſter” S Gains to a ſmall Ium amount, 
That calls his Servant to a ſtrict Account; 
And tho' the Servant has not wrong d his Truſt, 
Where's the Applauſe of being only Juſt? : 
Vainly the Maſter does a Suit begin, 
To gain a Vict'ry he muſt bluſh to win: 
And if I'm over te made, no doubt 
I muſt go ſeek ſome. other Maſter out. 
Believe”, me, Lord, 10 be Severe with me, 
Will wrong thee 1 more than my Offending thee. 
Iam ſo much too mean for thy Regard, 
'Twill leſſen thee to mind how I have Err d. 
What! muſt thy Regiſtries the Pleadings ſhow, 
Swoln with the Hiſt ry of- my Overthrow * | 
Or can I hope my Cauſe ſhou' d Dine out- do, 2 
Where Thou fit'{t Judge, that art the Plaintiff too? 2 
What Eloquence can-plead with ſuch ſucceſs, 
To free the Wretch that does his Debt confeſs ? 


Alas 
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Enter not into Judgment 844 thy Servant, 
0 1 Ee 2. | 


HE Maſter? S Gains to 2 ſmall dum amount, 
That calls his Servant to a ſtrict Account; 
And tho the Servant has not wrong d his Truſt, 
Where's the Applauſe of being only Juſt? 
Vainly the Maſter does a Suit begin, 

To gain a Vier ry. he muſt bluſh to win: 

And if-I'm over guilty made, no doubt 

I muſt go ſeek ſome . other Maſter out. 

Believe” me, Lord, 10 be Severe with me, © © 
Will wrong thee more than | my Offending thee. 
Iam ſo much too mean for thy Regard, = 
"Twill leſſen thee to mind how I have Err'd. 
What! muſt thy Regiſtries the Pleadings ſhow, 
Swoln with the Hiſt' ry of my Overtbrow * 
Or can I hope my Cauſe ſhou' d Tine out- do. 
Where Thou ſit'ſt Fudge , that art the Plaintiff too? 8 
What Eloquence can-plead with ſuch ſucceſs, 
To free the Wretch that does his Debt confeſs? : 
Alas 
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OO” 6.48. 
Alas! what Advocate beſt read in Laws, 
. Can-weaken Thine, or re-inforce my Cauſe? 

Ah! not too ſtrictly my Accounts ſurvey, 
Nor for Abatements let me vainly pray. 
Both Heav'n and Earth thy boundlefMercy know, | 


© To Pardon, eaſie ; and to Puniſh, flow : | her 
Ev n when our Crimes pull thy juſt Vengeance dow, her. 
Iis rather Grief, than Anger, makes thee frown: 0 P. 
And when thou doſt our Puniſhment decree, Tow « 


Thou ſeeſt our Stripes with more Concern than wes 

And doſt Chaſtiſe us at ſo mild a rate, 

That what we bear, we ſcarce wou'd depre cate : 
And tho our ſelves we had the Judges been, 
we hardly ſhou d have lightlier touch d our Sin. | 

But cho' this Charader is All thy due, e nd 
Let me thy lighteſt Cenſures undergo ; 
For tho thy Mercy does no Limits know; 
Thy Juſtice muſt have Satisfadion too. 
Theſe Attributes in equal Ballance lye, 

And neither muſt the Others Right deny. 
No melting paſſion can affect thy Breaſt, 

Nor ſoft Intreaties charm thy Hand to reſt; I. ah 
Nor baffled Eloquence dares here engage: 22 Bu he 
Bu t wants itſelf ſome happier Patronage. ich 6; 
Ne Fee, no Bribe, no Trick in all the Laws, 
Sa eber prevail to > Fury ſuch : a Cauſe, 
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Tis vain with Tzee, Lord, to commence a Suit, 
hoſe awful preſence ſtrikes all Pleaders mute. 

o other. Fudge ſo terrible can be, 

To make me fear his ftrifeſt Scrutiny 3 

Bat Thy Tribunal, Lord, with dread I view, 

here thou art Plaintiff, Fudge, and Witneſs too; 
Where when my Sentence from Thy Mouth is come, 
o Plea can urge Thee to reverſe the Doom. 

low this dread place augments the Guilty's fear, 
There ſo much awe and gravity appear 

vn He whoſe Reas'ning did this Truth aſſert, 
nd ſhot a trembling into Felix Heart; 

ſho did not his own Fudgment- Seat decline, 

ou'd without trembling never think of Tine. 

nd Wiſdom's famous Oracle denies __ 

he pureſt Soul unblemiſh'd in Thy Eyes; 

hoſe pious Father ( after thine own heart ) 

clares Thy Wrath the beſt of Man's deſert. 

d Job aſſures us, that the Stars, whoſe Light 
ears with kind inffence our admiring ſight ; 

o' glorious all in our dim Eyes they ſhine, 

e only ſmall Opacous Orbs in thine. 

w then can weaker Beams ſupport that weight, 
ich ſhook theſe Pillars with ſuch ſtrange affright ? 
how can humble Hyſop keep its Wall, 

en Libanus's ſtatelieſt Cedars fall? 

E When 
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When I behold my large unblotted Score, 
And think whatPlagues thy Vengeance hasinſtore 
An icy Horror chills my freezing Blood, 
And tops the active Motion of its Flood. 


D 288 


A ſome pale Captive, when condemn d to Death, 
Loath to reſign, ev'n his laſt gaſp of Breath, 

Beholds with an intent and ſteddy Eye, 

The dreadful Inſtrument of Fate rais d high :- 

Yet ftill unwilling from this World to go, 

Shuns with a Start the diſappointed Blow : 

So, when I ſee thy Book, in which are writ 

All the black Crimes I raſhly did commit, 

Amaz d, I fly thy Bar; — 

For how can Sinn ers that ſtrict Place abide, 

Where ev'n the Righteous ſcarce are juſtify d? 


Bern; 


ore] Bernard. Serm. 6. ſuper, Beati qui, 8c. 
bat can be thought ſo fearful, what ſo ful of 
Trouble and Anxiety, as to ſtand to be hr 
| at ſuch a Tribunal, and to 5 oy an uncer- 
ath, Wl tain Sentence from ſuch a Fudge ® © 
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Le. not the W. ater-flood drown mne: Neither I 
abe Deep ſwallow me up, Pal. IXIx. 16. 


| Nconftant Motion of the reſtleſs Sea, 
Whoſe treach rous Waves the Sailors bopes betray: 
do Calm ſometimes, ſo Shining they appear, 
o poliſh'd Cryſtal is more ſmooth or clear. 
ometimes they ſeem till as a ſtanding Lake, 
Vhoſe modeſt Pools no ſtir, or motion make. 
ometimes the Waves, rais'd by a gentle breeze, 
url their greenHeads,the wand'ringSightto pleaſe, 
hen, in ſoft meaſures, round the Veſſels dance, 
ind to the Muſick of their Shrouds advance. 
hile thou, kind Sea, their Burthen doſt ſuſtain, 
Vn while their Beaks plough Furrows on the Main: 
afe on thy yielding back each Veſlel rides, 
ho' its rude Oars laſh to a foam thy ſides, 
he groatingEarth ſcarce weightier Burthens feels 
om heavy loaden Carts with l'rn· bound Wheels: 
nd that none may ſuſpect thou wilt betray, 
y Cryital Waves their Rocky Breaſts diſplay, 
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As if no Tyreach'ry cou'd be harbour'd there, 
Where fuch- fair Shows of Honeſty appear. 


But when the Anchor's weigh'd, the Sails atrip, 
And a kind Gale bear's on the floating Ship, 
Soon as the Land can be perceiv'd no more, - 
And all Relief is diſtant as the Shoar, 
Then therougbH/indstheir boiſt'rousGuſts diſcharge, 
- And all at once aſſault the helpleſs Barge, 
Juſt as the furious Lybian Lions rave, 

When eager to deyour a Sentenc'd Slave; 


Or as a Crew of ſturdy Thieves prepare OY 
To ſeize and plunder ſome lone Traveller ; * 
Then the inſulting Billows proudly riſe, * 
And menace, with their lofty tops, the Skies: y \ 
Whilſt the diſcolour'd Waters hide their head, 1 
So much th approaching Tempeſt's rage they dea ſtud 
And when each jarring Wind inſults and raves, ro le: 
And altogether hover o'er the Waves ; 00 1 
Short broken Seas ev'n from Ft "vis are ton And 
And different ways each crowding Billow born, My J 
[All black below, above all foamy-white ; My S. 
A borrid Darkneſs mixt with dreadful Light ; All th 


Here long, long Hills, roll far, aud wide away ; 
Ther rot Vales in fright back * rai Ne 
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C55) 
ere a vaſt Gulph of Ruin opens wide, 
\nd the Ship's ſwallowed in the rapid Tide ; 
Dr if born on a Tenth unlucky Wave, | 
The breaking bubble proves its watry Grave. 
Thus the falſe Ocean treach'rouſly beguiles, 
und thus in Frowns end its deceitful Smiles. 


But I ſuſpected not th' unfaichful Main, 

or did of its inconſtancy complain 

ne'er the fury of the 7/7nds did blame, 

or on the Tempeſts boiſterous Rage exclaim ; 
Which twiſts the ſurly Billows, till they riſe, 
\nd foaming-mad, attack the lowring Skies ; ) 
Nor Curſt the hardy Wretch that led-the way, 
\nd taught the World to periſh in the Sea. 
My Veſſel neer lanch'd from my Native Shoar, 
Nor did the Navigator's Art explore. 

I ſtudy'd not the Chard, nor gave my mind 
o learn to tack and catch the veering Wind. 
oo ſoon theſe Artiſts of their Skill repent, 
\nd periſh by the Arts they did invent. 

My Life's the Sea, whoſe treach'ry I declare, 
My Self the Veſſel Toſs d and Shipwrack'd there, 
All the loud Storms of the inſulting Wind, 

Are reſtleſs Paſſions of my troubled Mind. 


E 4 „ 
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Thus harreſt in this fluctuating State, 
I * thro ftrange Viciſſnades of Fate. 


| Deceitful Life | whoſe falſe e 

Chang d in a moment, ends in Miſery ! 

Thou want'ſt no ſweet Allurements to betray ; 
Thy Beauty ever Charming, ever Gay ; 

While Love and Luſt wrack the Diſtracted Mind, 
No dang'rous Sands, no Rocks, or Shores we 152 
But when a Tide of Crimes breaks fiercely i in, 
And beats the Soul on fatal Sbelves of Sin ; 
Then, ah too late! the diſmal Gulph it ſpies, 
In which tis plung d, and ſunk by treach rous Vice. 


O! that, at leaſt like wretched drowning Men, 
Theſe fn bing Souls wou'd riſe and float agen 
That, while their groſſer Parts do downward move, 
Their pure Devotion wou'd remain above! 

But, juft as Men to whom Earths gaping Womb 

Becomes at once their Murtb'rer and their Tomb; 

Or as the Mreteb beneath ſome falling Rock, | 

At once is Kill'd and Bury'd with the ftroke : 

Or thoſe to whom deceitful Ice gives way, 

In vain wou'd riſe agen to diſtant Day : 

So fare the Men by Sins ſwift Current born, 

8 Thoughtleſs of Heav'n by Heav n th are left forlorn. 
We See 


V | 
See, Lord, how I with 775d and Tide engage, 
While on each Hand unequal War they wage! 
See how my Head is bow'd unto the Grave, 
While I am forc'd to court the drowning Wave! 
Seeſt thou my Soul loſt in a double Death, 
. And wilt thou not reprieve my flitting Breath? 
Behold, O Lord ! behold, and Pity me, 
And leave me not to Periſh in the Sea : 
O hold me up by thy Almighty .Hand, 
And I ſhall quickly reach the wiſh'd-for Land. 
Be thou my Pylot, and my Motion guide, 


s, hen I ſhall ſwim in ſpight of Wind and Tide. 
Vice | 1 
Mo Ambroſ. Apolog. pro David cap. 3. 
en 22 | | 
£ 12 multitude of our Luſts raiſe a migbiy Tempeſt, 
3 which ſo toſſes them that ſail in the Ocean of the 
nove, W Body, that the Mind cannot be its own Pylot. 
mb 
Tomb ; 
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0h 111+ thou woul, e me Bo He 
3 \ Grave! hat thou noulds 2 keep me de] 


cretunhll thy aui ras 1: 7b, 14.3. 
242 | 


XII. * 


Ob, that thou tg hide me in the Grave | 


rhat thou would keep me ſecret, until thy 
Wrath en Job xiv. 13. 


'THO, who will grant me a ſecure retreat, 
Where I may ſhun thy furies ſcorching heat: 
Whoſe piercing Flames whene'er I call to mind, 
I fear I can no ſafe Concealment find: 
Then I deſire the covert of the Food Food * 
And Caves, whence Beaſts are rang'd to ſeek their 
Then in Earth's Womb won'd hide my fearful Head, 
Or in ſome Sea-worn Rock compoſe my Bed: 
In hilly Caverns then my Self I'd fave, 

Or fly for Refuge to the ſilent Grave: 

Or far remote from the fair Orbs of Light, 
Wou'd in thick Darkneſs dwell, and endleſs Night, 


When the loud Thunder rolls along the Sky, 1 
Men to the Lawrels ſhelter trembling fly: 

In vain (alas!) they hope Prore&ion thence, 
The helpleſs. Tree proves not irs ox Defence ; 
-of 5 Much 


þ + 60 ) N Not 


Much lf can that a place of Refuge le That 
From an All-ſecing angry Deity. In F 

| | For 

Thy Eyes the cloſeſt Solitudes invade, And 
And pierce and pry. into the darkeſt Shade. And 
The Wretch who took his Ruin from a Tree, Nor 
In vain with Leaves wou'd hide his Shame from Thee: MNor 
For while to ſhun thy Preſence he aſſay d, Thou, 
Ev'n his Abſconding his Offence betray'd. Wher 
In vain (alas!) to Caves and Dens we run, Wil. 


Iretc 


We carry with ms what we cannot ſhun. 


The Den that did the Hebrew Captive ſave, | 
When He was freed, prov'd his Accuſers Grave: 


Nor was Lee's Inceſt hidden in his Cave. Ait 
As much in vain we court the Earths dark Womb, tba 
And fly for ſhelter to the ſilent Tomb: 54 

/ 


Vengeance, ev'n thither, will our Flight purſue, 
And riſe to. puniſh thoſe Black Ills we do. 

Thus vainly Cain ſtopt Righteous Abels Breath, 

The mouth of Blood was opened by his Death 

As vainly Jonas in the Sea conceal'd 

His faithleſt Flight, ev'n by the Sea reveal'd: 

His living Tomb obey d Heav'ns great Command, 

And caſt him back to the forſaken Land. 

A brittle Faith is all the glaſſy Sea can boaſt (moſt. 
Tranſparent Waves betray what they ſhou'd cover 

BT) Nor 
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Nor can we hope Concealment in a Tomb, 
That caſts our Bones from its o'er-barthen'd Womb. 
In Rocks and Caves we muſt no Truſt repoſe, 
For their own ſound the Secret will diſcloſe. 

And Leaves, and Trees themſelves, alike will fade, 
And then Expoſe what they were meant to Shade. 
Nor Sea, nor Lands, nor Cave, nor Den, nor Wood, 
Nor Stars, nor Heav's it ſelf can do me good: 
Thou, Lord, alone canſt hide my fearful Head, 
Where I no Veng ance, nor ev'n Thine can dread. 
[Whilſt Thy kind Hand aſide thy Thunder lays, - 
tretch'd out, Diſarm'd, 4 ſuppliant Wretch to raiſe. 


bee: 


Amb. in Jerem. cap. 9. 


Whither, O Adam! have thy Tranſgreſſions led thee, 
that thou ſhunn'ſt thy God, whom before thou 
{ought't ? That Fear betrays thy Crime, that Flight 
thy Prevarication. 
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XIII. 


Are not my Days fem? Ceaſe then, and let me 
alone, that I may bewail my felf 4 little. 
Job x. 20. 


UST a few Minutes added to my Days 
Be thought a favour paſſing Thanks or Praiſe ? 
Ages, indeed, might well deſerve that Name, 

And render my Ingratitude to Blame: 

But, the increaſe of a few Days to come, 

How little adds it to the ſlender Sum? 

As well the Infant that but treads the Stage, 

Is ſaid to leave it in a good Old Age. 

As well poor Iyſe#s may be faid to live, 

To whom their Bjrth-day does their Fm ral give. 


So fading Hora their haſty Minutes count, 
Whoſe longeſt Life ſcarce to one Day amount. 
Flow'rs, in the Morning Boys, at Noon- tide Men, 
At Night, with Age, feeble as Boys agen, 

Thus in one ſhort-liv'd Day they Bloom and Die, 
And all the diff'rence of our Ages try. 


* 


Wou d 


x (04) 
| Wou'd Times o'er-hafty Wheels their Motion ſtay, 
And the ſwift Hours not poſt ſo ſwift away, 
The inſects then might lengthen too their Song, 
And the Flow'rs boaſt their Day had been ſo long. 
But Time is ever haſtning to be gone, 

And, like a Stream, the Year glides ſwiftly on. 
Succeſſive Months cloſely each other Trace, 


And meet the Sun along his Annual Race, (pace. 
Whileſhort-liv d Days, then either, marcha ſwifter 
The harneſt Hours are preſſing forward ſtill, 
And, once gone by, are irretrievable. 
* Thus envious Time loves on it ſelf to prey, 
* And {till thro' its own Entrails eats its way. 
It ſelf purſues, it ſelf it ever flies, 
And on it ſelf it ever Lives and Dies. 

So waſting Lamps by their own Flames Expirs, 
And kindle at themſelves their Fun ral Fire. 

Thus its own Courſe the Circling Year purſues, 

Till like the heels on which *tis mov'd it grows. 


This Truth the Ancients weightily Expreſt, 
Who made the Father on his Off- ſpring Feaſt : 
For Time on Months and Years, its Children feeds, 

And Eil with Motion, what its Motion breeds. 

Hours waſte their Days, the Days their Months conſumo, 

And the rapacious Months their Years Entomb. 
Thus 


| . 
ay, rhus Years, Mont bs, Days, and Hours, ſtill keep their 
[il all in vaſt Eternity are drown d. - (round, 
4 Then, Lord, allow my Grief-ſome little ſpace, 
To mourn the ſhortne/s of my haſty Race: 

wiſh not time for Laughter ; if I did, 


; y Circumſtances and the Place forbid. 
N 11 I defire, is time for Grief and Tears, 
er ) Net that be all th' Addition to my Years: 
| hieb, tho but ſhort, yet have been full of Sin, 
Were than my Time was to Repent it in. 
A et if thou grant'ſt me ſome few Minutes more, 
. hey ' Il make amends for my ſhort Days be fore. 
ome then, my cruel Hands, and without Reſt 
r Pity, beat my hard, my ſenſeleſs Breaſt ! 
rs, op then, my Eyes, you cannot flow too faſt ; 
hile you delay, what precious Time is paſt ? 
is done! my Tears have a prevailing force, 
ow; Id Heav'n appeas d, now ſtop their eager Courſe. 
N Hieron. ad Paulam, Epiſt. 12. 
ſt: . Alan frſt ſinm d, be chang'd Eternity for Mar- 
feeds, Wality, Nine hundred Years, or thereabout : But Sin 
91 ncreaſing by degrees, Man's Life was contracted to 
Camo, very ſort ſpace. 
ab. 


Thus XIV. 0b / 
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18 Oh'thatither were wis Hat ther untov: 
Stood this : that (ther - would cont to 

Hen litter n. uud. 32. 290.1 Th | 
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XIV. 


h ! that they were wiſe, that they underſtood 
this, that they would conſider their latter end, 
Deut. XXXIIi, 29. 


Hame on beſotted Man, whoſe baffled Mind 
D Is to all Dangers, but the preſent, Blind! | 
Thoſe Thoughts are all imploy'd on Miſchiefs near, 
but Ils remote, never fore-ſee, or fear. 

he Soldier is prepar'd before th' Alarm, 

he Signal giv'n twou'd be too late to Arm. 


he Pylot's fore-ſight waits each diſtant Blaſt, 
nd loſes no Advantage in his haſte. 


h induſtrious Hind Manures and Sows the Field, 
hich he expects a plenteous Crop ſhould yield; 
he lab'ring Ant in Summer ſtores at home 
roviſion ere old Age and inter come. 
ut, oh! what means Man's ſtupid Negligence, 
hat of the future has no Care or Senle ? 
Joes he expect Eternity below, 

Life that ſhall no Alteration know, 

les much abug'd ; inevitable Death, 

0 i delays, wil one Day ſtop his Breath: 

F 2 Vain 


* 


at 


C68 ) 
Vain are the hopes the firmeſt Leagues produce, ; 
That Tyrant keeps no Faith, regards no Truce : E. 


He does not to the Peace he makes incline, For 1 
To take Advantage is his whole Deſign : Eacl 
To him Alliance is an empty Name, Equa 
He does all Int ref, but his Own Diſclaim. Why 
Sooner the Ice or Snoꝶ i mix with Flame; So d 
| Sooner the faithlefs Winds and Waves agree. For, 
And Night and Day, and Lambs for ſafety flee And 
| TobloodyWolves,than that make Peace with Thee: Ech 
Fiercely the greedy Spoiler ſtrikes at al, Moy: 
A Prey for his inſatiate Jaws too ſmall : 
He tears ev'n tender Infants from the Breaſt, Bu 
And wraps them in a Shrowd, ere for the Cradle dr And 
Nor Sex nor Age the grim Deſtroyer ſpares, Couec 
Unmov'd alike by Innocence and Years. As thi 
Here ſprightly Youth, there hoary bending Age OW 
n 


Sweet Boys, and blooming Virgins glutt his Rag 
Like common Soldiers, chief Commanders Die, 
And like Commanders, common Soldiers lie. 
No ſhining Duſt appears in Cræſus Urn, 
Tho! all he touch'd he ſeem'd to Gold to turn. 
Nor boaſts fair Rachel's Face that Beauty here, 
For which the Patriarcb ſerv d his twice-ſev'n yea 
And never thought the pleaſing Purchaſe dear. 


Ze 


* 


(69) 

Ev'n Dives here from Laz'rus is not known, 
For now One's Purple, th' Other's Rags are gone. 
Each has no Manſion but his narrow Cel, 
Equal in Colour, and alike in Smell. 
Why then ſhou'd Man of ſuch vain Treaſure boaſt, 
So difficultly gain d, ſogyickly 1%? | 
For, late or early, all n their Breath, 
And bend, pale Victims to their Conqu ror Death: 
Each Sex, each Age, Profeſſion, and Degree, 
Moves tow'rds this Centre of Humanity. 


But did they not a farther Journey go, 
And that to Die were all they had to do ; 
Cou'd but their Souls diſſolve as faſt away, 
As their corrupting Carcaſſes decay; 


Ace They'd cover Death to end their preſent Cares, 

ig Age 

is Rag And for prevention of their future Fears, 

0 hey d to the Grave, as an Aſylum run, 
wa And court the Stroke which now they wiſh to ſhun : 
| But Death (alas!) ends not their Miſeries, 

1 he Souls Immortal, tho the Body Dies. 
ere, hich, ſoon as from its Pris'n of Clay enlarg'd, 


n yea Heav'ns Tribunal's ſentenc'd or diſcharg'd. 
dear Pelore an awful Pow'r, juſt and ſevere, (appear 
ound whoſe bright Head conſuming Flames 


F 3 The 


(70) 
The ſhackled Captive, dazled at his Sight, 
Dejected ſtands, and ſhakes with wild Affright. 
While, with ſtrict Scrutiny, the Judge ſurveys 
Its Heart, and cloſe Impieties diſplays. 
The Wretch convicted, does his Guilt confeſs, 
Nor hopes for Mercy, for Concealment lels ; 
While He, th' Accuſer, Fudge, and Witneſs too, 
Damns it to an Eternity of Moe; 
Where ſince no hope of an Appeal appears, 
Twou'd fain diſſolve and drown it ſelf in Tear, 


What Terrors then ſeize the forſaken Soul, 
That finds no Patron for a Cauſe ſo foul ? 
Then it implores ſome Mountain to prevent, 
By a kind Cruſb, its Shame and Puniſhment. 


O wretched Soul, juſt Judge, hard Sentence too 
What harden'd Wretch dares ſin that thinks on I 
Vet here, (alas!) ends not the fatal Grief, 
There is another Death, another Life. | 
A Life as boundleſs as Eternity ; 

A Death whence ſhall no Reſurrection be. 

What Hell of Torments ſhall in This be found: 
With what a Heav'n of Joys ſhall That abound ? 
Here rich Cceleſtial Nectar treats the Soul; 
There Fi ire and eee crowns the flaming Bou 
* H 5 Ry: a | Tus 


adit 3; © ws, 
That, fill'd with Muſick of th' Angelick Quite, 
Shall each bleſt Soul with Extaſies inſpire ; 
While 7h: diſturb'd, at ev'ry hideous yell, 

hall in the Damn'd raiſe a new dread of Hell: 
That knows no ſharp Exceſs of Cold or Heat, 

In This the Wretches always Freeze or Swear. 
There reign Eternal Reſt, and ſoft Repoſe ; 

re, painful Toil no end or Meaſure knows. 

That, void of Grief, does nought Afflictive ſee; 
Ibu, ſtill Diſturb'd, from Troubles never free. 

O happy Life ! O vaſt unequall'd Bliſs ! 

O Death accurs'd ! O endleſs Miſeries ! 

or that or this muſt be the doubtful cft, 

Nor may we throw agen when once tis paſt. 

ze wiſe then, Man, or will thy Care be vain, 


To ſhun the Mis ry, and the Bliſs obtain gain & 


{Give Heav'n thy Heart, if thou its Crown wou dſt. 


ce to 


2 ; 
_ Aug. Soliloqu. cap. 3. 
bat more lamentable and more dreadful can be 
thought of than that terrible Sentence, Go ? What 
more delightful , than that pleaſing Invitation, 
Come? They are two Words, of which nothing can 
und? be heard more affrighting than the One, nothing 
more rejoyCing than the Other, 
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XV. 


M Life is waxen Old with Heavineſs, and my "4 
Tears with Mourning, Pal. xxxi. 11. 


XT Hat low'ring Star rul'd my unhappy Birth, 
And baniſh'd thence all days of Eaſe & Mirth 
While Expectation ſtill deludes my Mind, 
Pleas'd with vain Hope ſome ſmiling Hour to find: 
But till that ſmiling Hour forbears to come, 
And ſends a row of Mourners in its room. 
I hop'd alternate Courſes in each Day, 
And that the foul to fairer wou'd give way, 
And as the Sun diſpels the Clouds of Night, 
When he to Heav'n reſtores his welcom Light 5 
Or as the Moon's kind Inff'ence brings again 
The riſing Motion of the Low-ebb'd Main: 
So I, with unſucceſsful Augury, 8 
Preſag d things ſo as I wou'd have them be: 
But, oh! my Grief exceeds in lengtb and ſum 
The Widow's Tribute at her Husband's Tomb : 
She, when the Author of her Joy is gone, 
Is ewice-ſix Months confin'd to Mourn alone 
Yet 
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074) | 
Yet the laſt half ſhe does not, as before, 
Hide her ſmooth Fore-head in a cloſe Bendore. 
But all my Years are in deep Mourning ſpent, 
There's not a Month, not one ſhort Day exempt. 
No Rules give Bounds or Meaſure to my Woes, 
But their Increaſe, like the feign'd Hydra's grows. 
My Life ſo much in Sighs and Tears is ſpent, 
It minds that leaſt, for which twas chiefly meant. 


. *Tis true, Storms often make the Ocean ſwell; 
But the moſt violent are ſhorteſt ill ; 

For when with eager Fury they engage, 

They loſe themſelves in their exceſs of Rage. 

And when their Winter-blaſts Diſrobe the Wood, 
Their Summer-airs make all the Treſpaſs good: 
If the rough North does his black Wings diſplay 
When once he's gone, far lovelier grows the Day. 
But Grief does all my hapleſs Years imploy, 
Nor grants me one Parentheſis of Joy. 

My Muſick is in Sighs and Groans expreſt, 
With. my own Hands extorted from my Breaſt : 
This ſad Diverſion is my ſole Delight, 
My Muſick this by Day, my Song by Night. 

How oft' have Sighs, while I my Words confin'd, 
Broke Priſon, and betray'd my troubled Mind ? 


8 How 


fin 'd, 
d? 


How 


(75) 

How oft” have I in Tears conſum'd the Day, 
And in Complaints paſs d the long Night away! 
Oft' you, my Friends, did my wild Griefs condemn, 3 
And I as oft' aſlay'd to ſtifle them: 

Let looſe the Reigns to Mirth, you always cry'd; 
To loofe the Reigns, (alas!) in vain I try'd: 
For when with Laughter I a Sigh ſuppreſt, 

It rais'd a fatal Conflict in my Breaſt ; 

And if I wiſh for Sleep to cloſe my Eyes; 

Still a freſh Show'r that envy'd Bliſs denies; 

Then if I ſtop its Courſe, impetuous grown, 
"Twill force its way, and bear the Sluces down. 
EachBrook, whoſeStream my Tears have made to riſe; 
Each ſhady Grove, fill'd with my Mournful Cries . 
Each lonely Vale, and ev'ry conſcious Hill, r 
The kind Repeaters of my Sorrows ſtill; 

Theſe know the Troubles which I wiſh'd conceal'd 
Were by loud Throbbings of my Heart reveal'd ; 
From ſenſeleſs Woods my Sorrows Pity found, 
The Ecchoes oft' repeat the Mournful ſound. 
My. ſecret Moans they vented o're again; 

By turns we Wept, and did by turns Complain. 


So, mov'd by her Siſter's lamentable Note, 
dad Philomel unlocks her mournful Throat, 


(75) 
As if the em ous Rivals were at Strife (Grief 
Whoſe Tongue ſhou'd beſt expreſs the height of 
The widow'd Turtle ſo bewails her Mate, 
Wich Grief unalterable, as bis Fate. 

And fo the Stars have my fad Life deſign'd, 
That not one Minute ſhou'd be fair or kind. 


And that my Sorrows may not find Relief, 
By wanting new Occaſions for my Grief, 
"Tis their Decree, That, as my Infant-breath 
| Bogan with Sighs, ſo I ſhou'd Sigh to Death. 


77 , 
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Chryſoſt. in Pſal. 115. 


Ought we not worthih to Lament, wha 
are in a ſtrange Country, and Ba- 
niſhd to a Climate remote from our 
Native Soil * 
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1 
My Soul breaketh out for the very 8 de- 


fire that it hath alma ys unte thy Tudgments, 
Pal. cxix. 20. 


Z 


Hile Heav'n and Earth ſolicite me to love, ; 
My doubtful Choice is puzzel'd w® tapprove: Þ '-F 
Heav'n cries, Obey, while Earth proclaims, be Free, 
Heav'n urges. Duty, Earth pleads Liberty. 334 
Call'd hence by Heaw'n, by Earth I'm call'd again, 
Toſt, like a Veſſel on the reſtleſs Main: {| 
Theſe diff rent Loves a doubtful Combat wage, 
And thus Ob/#ru# the Choice they wou'd engage. 
Ah! tis enough; let my long-barraſt Mind 

In the beſ# Choice a quiet Haven find! 

O my dear God! Let not my Soul incline 


To any Love, or let that Love be thine! * 
"Tis 


"OW 

Tis true, tis pleaſant to be free to chuſe, 
And when we will, accept; when not, refuſe. 

Freedom of Choice endures Reſtraint but ill; 

"Tis Uſurpation on th unbounded Will. 

The neighing Steed thus, loos'd from Bitt, andRein 
To his lov'd, well-known Paſture runs again. 
Thus the glad Ox, from the Ploughs burthen freed, 

Runs lowing on to wanton in the Mead : 

And when the Hind their freedom wou'd revoke, 
. This ſcorns his Harneſs, That defies the Yoak. 
For freedom in our Choice we count a Bliſs ; 
Eager to chuſe, tho oft we chuſe amiſs. 
So the young Prodigal, impatient grown 

To manage bis entire Eſtate alone, 

Takes from his prudent Father's frugal' Care 
Hi, Stock, by that improv'd and thriving there : 

But his own Steward made, with eager hoſte 

He does the flow-gained Patrimony waſte, __ 

. Till ftarv'd by Riot, and with Want oppreſi t, 
He feeds with Swine, himſelf the greater Beaſt. 

Thus in Deſtruction often we rejoyce, _ 

Pleas d with our Ruin, ſince it was our Choice. 

How do we weary Heav'n with diff rent Prayers! 
The medly, ſure, ridiculous appears. 

' This begs a Wife, nor thinks a greater Bliſs ; 

And that's as earneſt to be rid of his: 


This 


* 1 


This prays for Children ; That o er- ſtock'd, repines 
At the too fruitful Iſue of his Loins. 
This asks bis Father's Days may be prolong'd ; 
That, if his Father lives, complains be's Wrong'd : 
ein | Youth prays for good old Age, and aged Men 

Wou'd caft their Skins, and fain grow young agen. 
ed, ¶ Scarce in Ten thouſand any Two agree; 

Nay, ſome 4iſiike what they juſt wjſh'd to be. 
ke, None knows this Minute what he ought require, 
Since evin the next begets a new Deſire. 
So Women pine with various Longing-fits, 
When breeding has deprav'd their Appetites ; 
The humorſom impertinent Diſeaſe 
Makes that which pleas d them moſt, as much diſpleaſe. 

Oh: why „like them, grown reſtleſs with Deſire, 

Do my vain Thou ghts to boundleſs Hopes Aſpi pire ? 
e gone falſe Hopes, vain Wiſhes, anxious Fears! 
Hence, you Diſturbers of my peaceful Years ! 

O my dear God ! let not my Soul incline. 
: 0 any Love, or let that Love be thine: 


_ . 
* 


Aug Solilog. cap. 1 


Ulure, O Tard, my Deſres with that ſweetneſs which 
thou haſt laid up for them that fear thee, that I 
may deſire thee with eternal longings ; leſt the in- 
ward reliſh, being deceived, may miſtake bitter for 
ſweet, and ſweet for better. 
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Phat my ways were my 2 direct, that I night 
keep * Statuter ! Pal. cxix, 5. 


IN what 2 maze of Ertor do I firay, | 

L Where various Paths confound my doubefulWay ! 
bin, to the Right ; That to the Left-band lies: 

lere, Vales deſcend-; there ſwelling Mountains riſe: 2 
bi has an eaſie, That a rugged way ; 

he treach'ry This conceals, That does betray. 

ut hither theſe ſo diff rent Courſes go, 

heir wandring Paths forbid, till try'd, to know. 
cander's Stream a ſtreighter Motion ſteers, 
ho? with himſelf the Wand rer interferes. 

ot the fictitious Labyrinth of old 

d in more dubious Paths its Gueſts infold ; 

re greater Difficulties ſtay my Feet, 

d on each Road I thwarting Dangers meet. 
Ir 1 the diff rent windings only fear, 
which the Artiſt's Skill did moſt appear: ) 

t more to heighten and increaſe my Dread, 
ckneſs involves each doubtful Step I tread. 
Ga * Ns 


CS 


No friendly Trafts my wandring Foot-ſteps gulde 

Nor other Feet th'untrodden Ground have try'd 
And, tho', leſt on ſome fatal Rock I run, B. 
With out-ſtrecche Arms I grope my Paſlage on; Bc. 
Yet dare I not through Night and Danger ſtray... he 
They'arreſt my cautious Steps, and ſtop my Way And, 
Like a ſtrange Trav'ller by the Sun forſook, 1 
And in a Road unknown by Night o're- took, 5 1: 
In whoſe lone Paths no Neighb ring Swains relideWy;.1, | 
No friendly Star appears to be his Guide, ne m 
No ſigh or tract by humane Foot ſteps worn, Nyhile 
But ſolitary all, and all forlorn. | 

He knows not but each blind-fold Step he tread; 
To ſome wild Deſart or fierce River leads: 
Then calls aloud, and his hoarſe Voice does ſtrain, 
In hope of Anſwer from ſome Neighb'ring Swain 
While nought but cheating Eccho calls again, 


0 ſoc 
ear C 
nyites 
ill am 
is by 
lere O 
not ber, 
nd wh 
le find 
hus ſti 
arce 0 


Oh! who will help a Wretch thus gone aftra 
What friendly Star dire& my dubious way ? 
A glorious Cloud conducted Iſrael's Flight, 
By Day their Cov ring, as their Guide by Night. 
The Eaſtern Kings found Bethlem too from far, 
Led by the ſhining Conduct of a Star; 
Nor cou d they in their tedious Journey Err, 

* bad fo bright a Fellow- Traveller. 


O tha 
om th 
l all 
ift as 


utde (85 ) 


try d 
Be thou no tf Propitious Lord, to me, 


on; Beince all my Bus neſs is to Worſhip Thee Nan 
ſtray pee how the wand'ring Croud miſtake their way, 
Way d, toſt about by their own Error, ſtray! 


k, Ei, tumbles head- long from an unſeen Hill; 
ok, What lights on a blind Path, and wanders ſtill. 
reſde ich Haſte, but not Good Speed, this hurt ies on; 
[bat moves no faſter than a Snail might run. 

IN, hile to and fro another haſts in vain, 

o ſooner in the right, than out again. 
treatWJear One walks on alone, whoſe boaſted Skill, 
S Povites Anorber to attend him till ; 
ſtrain, ill among Thorns or miry Pools they tread ; 
Swain, by his Guide, that by Himſelf miſled. 
1g91 Were One in a perpetual Circle moves, 

nother, there, in endleſs Mazes roves ; 
e aſira nd when he thinks his weary Ramble done, 
y Ne finds (alas!) he has but juſt begun. 
ht, us ſtill, in Droves, the blinded Rabble ſtray, 
' NigitWarce one Thouſand keeps or finds the way, 


m far, 


O that my Ways directed were by Thee, 

om the deceits of baneful Error free 

ll all my Motion, like a Dar:'s, became 

ifs as its Flight, unerring as its Aim, 

G 3 That 


(86). 


That where thy Laws require me to Obey, 
I may not loiter, nor miſtake the Way. 
Then be Thos, Lord, the Bow, thy Law the White, 0 
And I the Arrow deſtin d for the Flight: 

And when thou'rt pleas'd to ſhew thy greateſt Skill 
Make me the poliſh'd Shaft robey thy Will, 


(87) 


Aug. Soliloq. cap. 4. 


bite, O Lord, who art the Light, the Way, the Truth, 
and the Life 5, in whom there is no Darkneſs, 
Skill Error, Vanity, or Death, Say the word, O 
Lord, let there be Light, that I may ſee the 
Light, and ſhun the Darkneſs ;, that I may 

find the right way, and avoid the wrong, that 

I may follow Truth, and flee from, Vanity ; 


that I may obtain Life, and eſcape Death. 
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(89) 


II. 


O Bold thou up my going in thy Paths, that my 
Faot ſte pe ſlip not, P fal. xvii. 5. 


O oft will me my faithleſs Feet betray, 
So ofcen ſtumble in ſo plain a way ? 
0 thou, who all our Steps from Heav'n doſt ſee, 
O hold me up, dear Lord, who lean on Thee. 


The Stork inſtructs her timerous Young to ſtray, 
In hidden Tracts throughHeav'ns wide pathleſs way: 
Till the apt Brood, by bold Example led, 
Perform the daring Flight they us d to dread. 


The Eagles teach their unfledg d Young to ſſy, 
\round th' untrodden Regions of the Sky. 
ill for their Aid they now no longer care ; 
But fearleſs row, with feather'd Fins,thro'Seas of Air. 
r firſt they venture Streams unknown, 
On Spungy Cork's light weight, ſupport their own: 
ll more improv'd, they their frf help throw by, 
imbitious now alone the Floods to _ 


And 


(90) 
And tho' a while, e'er they have Practis d been, 
Too often they'll unwelcome Draughts ſuck in ; 
Yet they, at length by uſe, Perfection gain, 
And ſport and play, wide-wandring in the Main 


Thou, who from Heav'n obſerv'ſt our Steps below, 
See by what Arts thy Servant learns to go! 
While all my weight on this „igbt Engine's laid, 
I move the heel: that do my Motion aid. 
Thus feeble Age, ſupported by. a Cane, 

Is tir d with that on which tis forc'd to lean. 
But tho', dear Lord! ambiguous Terms I uſe, 

I of no failure can my Feet accuſe :; 

I can perceive no Imperfection there, 

No rocky Ways, or thorny Roads they fear : 
The weakneſs of my Mind diſturbs me mot, 
Whoſe languid Feet have all their Motion loſt : 
All its Affections Lame and Bed-rid are, 
(Thoſe Feet, alas! which ſhou'd its Motion ſteer;) 
When it ſhou'd move in Virtues eaſie road, 
Alas! tis tir'd as ſoon as got abroad. 

My frail, my bending Knees aſſiſtance need, 
Weaker than Ruſhes, or the bruiſed Reed. 
Sometimes, but rarely, it renews the Race, 
And eagerly moves on, a Fehu s Pace: | 


But 


As ſmoaking Flax by rugged Whirlwinds blown. 


My fruitleſs Labor in a Circle moves. 


(91) 


But, weary of its Journey, ſcarce begun, 
Its boaſted Flame is all extinct, as ſoon 


Yet, left I ſhou'd too much my Sloth betray, 

I force my Steps and make ſome little way; 
But then am cautious how my Feet I guide 
Leſt they ſhou'd chance to trip, or rove aſide : 
And the uncharitable World incline. 

To place it not on Weakneſs, but on Wine. 
My reeling Steps move an indented pace, 

As *twere a Cripple halting o're a Race. 

I will, I won't ; I burn, all in a Breath; » 
And that's ſcarce out, e er Tm as cold as Death ; © 
And then, impatient at my fruitleſs Pain, 
Tir'd in the mid-way, I return again: 

Yet cannot then recover my firſt Place, 

The pleaſant Seat whence I began my Race. 
Toft, like a Ship on the tempeſtuous Wave, 
Which neither help of Sails nor Oars can fave, 
While with new vain Attemps I try again, 
And would repair the Loſs I did ſuſtain, 

The ſmall Succeſs too manifeſtly proves 


Thus Slaves, condemn'd to ply a toilſom Mill, 
Repeat the ſame returning Motion ſtill: 


Tho' 


| (92) 
Tho' ſtill the reſtleſs Engine O hurry'd round, 
They by i its haſte gain not one Foot of Ground. 


What ſhall I do, a Stranger to the Race, 
Whoſe lazy Feet ſcarce move a Snails flow Pace ? 
Heav'n lies remote from this mean Globe below, 


None but the ſwift and ſtrong « can thither go; 
What then ſhall this my heavy Chariot do ? 


Thy Footſteps, Lord, o recome the rougheſt way; 
A Gyant's Feet move not ſo ſwift as they. 
| Thou with a Step doſt Ea and Weſt divide, 
And o're the World, like a Coloſſus, ſtride. 


But like the Tortoiſe, my dull Foot's delay d, 
Or rather like the Crab, moves retrograde] 
How can I then hope to that Goal to run, 

J make the Bus neſs of my Life to ſhun 2? 
But do thou, Lord, my trembling Feet ſuſtain, 
Then'I the Race and the Reward ſhall gain. 


Amb. 


Amb.de fuga ſæculi, cap. 1. 


Who among ſo many Troubles of the 
Body, among ſo many Allurements of 
5 the World, can keep a ſafe and uner ping 
Courſe? 
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My Fleſh trembleth for flor f * JET! I am 
| falt of thy lements, Pal. CXIX 120. 


A Dread of Heav'n n was by the Ancledic mughe; 
As the firſt Impreſs on Man's infant Thou ght, | 
And he who underſtood it beſt, has ſaid, 

'Tis the prime Step that does to Wiſdom lead. 
Inform'd by this my early Childhood grew, 

And to fear Heav'n was the firſt thing I knew : - 
But ftill ſuch dark Obliviou dull'd my Mind, 

I could not the repeated 4/pha find. © © 

No Stripes can puniſh my negle&ful Crime, 
Thus unimprov'd t have trifled out my Time. 
Dull Boys by Stripes with Learning are. Ys 
By little Pains, with Idufry acquir'd : 

When twice or thrice they read their Letters ore, 
They're as familiar as if known before: 
And tho? in Colour all alike appear, 
Each is diſtinguiſh'd by its Character. 
May I not hope Age will compleat in me 
The eaſie Task of tender Infancy 


JG 
In many things I no Iaſtructer ſought, 
Too apt, (alas!) to Practiſe them untaugbt. 
Why is not Fear as ſoon imbib'd, a Rule 
So oft explain d in Arts Improving School? 
What I ſhould /ighr, ſtill (to my ſhame) I fear, 
And' ſlight that moſt, which I ſhou'd moſt revere. 
I fear Mans Eye when I wou'd act a Sin, 
But dread not Heav n, nor the great Fudge within: 
For my groſs Body I am till in fear, 1 
But my pure Soul partakes not of my Care. 
Thus filly Birds a harmleſs Scare-crow ſnun; 
Yet boldly to the fatal Lime- twigs run. 
The Royal Stag thus Feathers frighten more, 
Than the full cry of Hounds, that's juſt before. 
Thus the fierce Lion, of falſe Fires afraid, 
Flies to the Toils, in which he is betray d. 
Such Vanity has Men's dark Minds o'reſpread. 
That leſs the Thunder than the Clap they dread; 
Think Hell a Fable, an invented Name, 
And count its Fire a harmleſs lambent Flame. 
Wich brutiſh Rage to blackeſt Ills they run, 
And never fear the Wickedneſs, rill done: 
But tho' this Fear did not their Crimes prevent, 
*T will come, too ſure, to be their Puniſhment. 
Then with ftrangeFr;ghrs,fromtheir loſt Senſes driv n, 
Their reſtleſs Thoughts run on offended Heav'n: 
Then 


(97) 
Then ſudden Fears their watchful Thought; lam 3 
And call them from their lonely Beds to arm, 0 
While their own Shadows only do them harm, 
Each little thing's ſo. magnify d by Fear, 
5 They dread a Lion, when a Mouſe they hear. 
If in the Night they hear a gentle Breeze 
Begin to wiſper in the murmuring Trees, 
With Hair erect, and cold unnatural Sweat, 
They ſhrink beneath the conſcious Coverlet. 
What do they then, when glaring Ligbinings fly, 
0 And bellowing Tbunders roll along the Sky? 
They think each Flaſh a Meſſenger of Death, 
And at each Crack deſpair of longer Breath; 
At every Noiſe they in new Fears engage, 
und Ruin from each Accident preſage ; 
Nay, ev'n of Silence, and its ſelf afraid: 
he troubled Mind's eternally diſmay'd. 
duch Puniſhments attend afflicting Guilt, 
hich never Pain like its own Torment felt. 
bus trembling Cain dreads from each Hand he ſees 


2 be Fate bis injur d Brother had from bis. 
| is crimſon Soul, with Abel's Murther ſtain'd, 
ent, il with the bloody Solve i is entertain'd. 


nent. No more ſevere Correction waits on sn, 

driw u, Than its unbrib'd Upbraider ſtill within. 

avon ee = 
Then H Then 


. (5895 
Then with thy Darts, Zord, frighten me from Ill, 
My Fury wants this kind Reſtriction fill. | 
Fear timely comes before a Fault's begun, 

He fears too late, that fears not till tit done. 


(99) 0 


Bernard. Serm. 26. 


The Holy Pſalmiſt © deſires wiſely to be 
ſmitten, and bealthfully to be wounded, 
when he prays to be Transfix'd with 
the fear of God; for that fear is an 

excellent Dart, that wounds and deſtroys 
the Luſts of the Fleſh, that the Spirit 

may be ſafe. CY 
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v. 


0 turn away mine \ Hes, left they bebold Vani ”, 
Pal. cxix. 3 Fe: i; 


IF my high Capitol two Centries ſtill 
Keep conſtant watch, to guard the Citadel: 
If fd or wandring Stars, I do not know, 
Tho either Epitbet becomes them too; 

Each from its Duty is in /traggling loſt, 
Yet each maintains immovably its Poſt ; 

Both ſwift of Motion, yet both fix'd remain: 
What Keen this dark Riddle can r 2 


Ev'n You, my Eyes, are theſe my/terious Stars, 

Fix d in my Head, yet daily Wanderers : © 
— plac'd in that exalted Tow'r of mine; 
Like Torches in ſome lofty Pharos ſhine ; 
or like to Watch-men on ſome riſing place, 
View every near, and every diſtant paſs. © 
Vet you to me leſs conſtant prove by far, 
Than thoſe kind Guides to their Obſervers are; 2 


„ Thei 


* You, by whoſe Guidance we ſhou'd Danger ſhun, 


(102) 


Their Favours only with themſelves Expire, 


Unleſs the Hand that gave, recalls their Fire. J 
You, like mad Steeds, too headſtrong for the Rein; © 
Will let no Pow'r your wandring Courſe reſtrain: 1 


Betray us to the Rocks on which we run. 
Thus wandring Dina, led by your falſe Light, 

. Expos d ber Honour, to oblige ber Sight. 

Thus, while Feſſdes view the bathing Dame, 
What cool d ber Heat, kindled in bim a Flame. 
Thus gazing on the Hebrew Matrons Eyes, 
Made the AHrians Head her eaſie Prize. 
Thus the fond Elders, by their Sight milled, 


V 

Purſu'd the Joys of a forbidden Bed; And 

Nor cou d their luftful Flame be diſpoſſeſt, Oh! 

Till with a ſhow'r of weighty Stones ſuppreft. Or « 
More ruin d Souls by theſe falſe Guides are loſt, 
Than Shipwreck'd Veſſels on the Rockieft Coaſt 

Woe | 

Then Happy he, Happy alike and Wiſe, enl 


Who made a timely Cow nant with his Eyes! 
And Happier he who did his Guards Disband, 
Torn from their Poſts by bis wiſe fearleſs Hand 


8 


, . 
* * 
. 3 
* 
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Lou favour the Surprize, that ſhou'd the Camp allarm. 


. 


(103) 


So ill, falſe Centries, you your Charge perform, 


Did you' for this the Capitol obtain ? 

For this the Charge of the Chief Caſtle gain? 
That you have thus t'inferior Earth betray d, 1 
Man's lefty Soul, for nobler Objects made ? 1 
And do not rather raiſe bis Thoughts on high, ot 
Above the ſtarry Arches of the Sky ? 

That Theatre will entertain his Sight 

With various Scenes of ſuitable Delight: 

But you are more on Earth than Heav'n intent, 
And your induſtrious Search is downward bent. 


What ſhall I do, ſince you unruly grow, 
And will no Limits, no Confinement know? 
Oh! ſhut the Wandrer's up in endleſs Night, 
Or with thy Hand, dear God, contract their Sight. 


Aug. Soliloq, cap. 4. 


Woe to the blind Eyes that ſee not Thee, the Sun that 
enlightens both Heaven and Earth ! woe to the dim 
Eyes that cannot ſee Thee! wo to them that turn 
away their Eyes from beholding Truth ! woe to them 
that turn not away their Eyes from bebolding Va- 
nity! . 
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O let my Heart be ſound in thy Statutes, that I 
be not aſhamed, Pal. cxix. 89. 


Ou d I but hope my Face wou d pleaſe my Pear, 

{ That ſhou'd be all my Bus neſa, all my Care: 

My firſt Concern ſhou'd for Complexion be, 

The next, to keep my Skin from Freckles free : 

No help of Art, or Induſtry I'd want, 

No Beauty-water, or improving Paint, 

My Dreſſmg-boxes ſhou'd with Charms abound, 
To make decay d Old Fleſh ſeem Young and Sound 2 
With Spaniſh-wool, red as the Blooming Roſe, | 
And Ceruſſe, whiter than the Mountain Snows: 
With all the Arts that fudious Virgins know, 

Who on their Beanty too much Pains beſtow. 

Then I'd correct each Error by my Glaſs, 
Till not one Fault were found in all my Face. 

If on my Brow one Hair amiſs Tſpy'd, 
That very Hair ſhou'd ſoon beqgeRify'd. 
It dull my Eyes, how loudly p 
Till they their wonted Luftre wa ann 


— . — * 


(106) | 
Shou'd but one Vrinkle in my Face appear, 
Fd cry, What means this ſwacy #+ik/e here? 
Ev'n with each Mole t' offend thee I ſhou'd fear, 
Cou'd I but think this Face to thee were dear. 
For if the ſmalleſt Wart thereon ſhou d riſe, 

I doubt t'wou'd ſeem a Mountain in your Eyes. Tt 
Nay, the leaſt Fault my ſelf wou'd Cenſure too, 4 
For fear that Fault ſhou'd be diſlik d by you. ; 

Thus every Grace which Nature has deny d, 
By Ares kind help ſnou d amply be ſupply d: 
With Curls and Locks I wou'd adorn my Head, O | 
And thick with Fexels my gay Treſſes ſpread : / 
With double Pearls I'd hang my loaded Ears, - 
\- Whilſt my white Neck vaſt Chains of Rubies wears, 
Thus I among the Faireft wou'd be ſeen, 

And dare vie Beauty, ev'n with Shebas Queen. 


But oh! no ſuch vain Toys affect your Mind, 
| Theſe meet with u Admirers, but the Blind, 
Who in a Dreſs ſeek Objects of their Love, 

Which once put off, the Beauties too remove. 
Thus the fond Crowd's caught by a gay Attire, 


* The * Thing indeed they ind t admire, 


But Tx, my Lore, no borrow'd ** prize, 
No artificial. Charms, attract your Eyes. 
| Dex 


R 
X Dear as jour own, you rate a ſpotleſs Heart, 
; And for its ſake accept each other Part. 


ear, ; 

Oh that my Heart unſpotted were, and free 
From every Tindure of impurity ! 

_ Then in your favour I ſhou'd make my Boaſt. 


00, And hate each Stain by which it might be loſt. 
Hugo de 8. Vict. in Arrha animæ. 

d, O baſe and filthy Spots, why do you ſtick ſo long? 
; Be gone, depart, and preſume no more to offend m 
d: | id 

Beloved's Sight. | | 
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VII. 


Come my Beloved, let's ⁰ forch into 


the 


Fields, let us lodge i in the Villages, Cant. 


vii. 11, ä - 


Ome,come, my Love, let's leave the buſie Throng⸗ 2 
We trifle here our precious Time too long. 


Come, let us haſten to ſome Field or Grove; 
The fitteſ# Theatres for Scenes of Love. 


Strong Walls and Gates the City guard, tis true, 


But what ſecures it thus, confines it too. 
We'll reap the Pleaſures of the open Field, 
Which does Security with Freedom yield. 


For there's I know not what, ſo ſafe, ſo dear 
th* Country, as we ne'er ſhou'd light on here. 
What tho' the City-Tow'rs the Clouds invade, 


And o'er the Fields project their lofty ſhade ? 


Yet thence Content has made a far Retreat, 
And choſe the humble Cottages its Seat; 


2 | 


(Where ſomething more divinelySweetthey breath, 
Altho* all Thatch above, all Earth beneath.) 


There 


1160 

There the remoteſt Solitude enjoys 
The Blefling of more Quiet, and leſs Noiſe. 
Come then, my Love, and let's retire from hence, 
And leave this buſie fond Impertinence. 
See !-ev'n the Cities eldeſt Son and Heir, 
Who gets his Gold, his dear-lov'd Idol, there; 
Yet in the Country ſpends his City- gains, 
And makes its Pleaſure recompence bis Pains : 
And tho' the City has his publick Voice, 
The Country ever is his private Choice. 

Here ſtill the Rich, the Noble, and the Great, 
Unbend their Minds in a ſecure Retreat; 
And Heaven's free Canopy yields more Delight 
Than guilded Roofs and Fret-work to the Sight. 
Nor can fenc'd Cities keep the Mind in Peace, 

So well as open guardleſs Villages. 

Come then, my Love, let's from the City haſt, 
Each Minute we ſpend there, is ſo much waſte. 


I have a Coamry-Farm, whoſe fertile Ground 
Soft murmuringBrooks and chryſtal Streams ſurround; 
A better Air or Soil were never known, 
Nor more convenient Diſtance from the Town: 
Hither, my Love, if thou wilt take thy Flight, 
The Cin will no more thy Senſe Delight, 

Drive * #by Thoughts as quickly as thy Sight. 
Here 


"Cm 

Here in the Shades I will my Dear Careſs, 

At leiſure to receive my kind Addreſs. - 
e; Here, from the City and its Tumults free, 
I ſhall enjoy more than my Self, in Tbee. 
As o'er our Heads, dreſs'd in their leavy State, 
The amorous Turtle wooes his faithful Mate. 
No Bus'neſs ſhall invade our Pleaſure here, 
No rude Diſturber of our Joys appear. 
Here thou thy ſecret Paſſions ſhalt reveal, 
And whiſper in my Ear. the pleaſing Tale ; 
While in Requital I diſcloſe my Flame, | 
And in the fav'ring Shades conceal my Shame. 
Oh! cou'd I ſee that Happy Happy Day 


it. I know no Bliſs beyond, for which to Pray. 
. Then to the Country let us, Dear, repair, 

For Love thrives beſt in the clear open Air. 

, 

te. Hieron. Ep. ad Heſiod. x. 


nd What doſt thou ? How long do the Shadows of the Houſes Wil 
. confine thee ? How long does the Priſon of the ſ\moaaks Wl 
une City ſhut thee up? Believe me, I ſee: ſome greater 
Light, and am reſolv d to throw off the burthen of 
vn: the Fleſh, and fly to the ſplendor of the purer Air. 


Here VIII. Draw 
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VIII. 


Dram me, we will run after thee, (in the ſavour 
of thy Oyntments, ) Cant. 1. 4. 


EE how my feeble Limbs, naw giv'n in vain, 

Increaſe the Burthen which they ſhou'd /uſtain ? 
While, weary of my hated Life, I lie, 
A faint Reſemblance of what once was I. 
My Head, depreſt with its one weight, hangs low, 
And to themſelves my Limbs a Burthen grow. 
In wvarivus Poſt ures ſtill I feek for Eaſe, 
But find at laſt not any one to pleaſe. 
Now I wou'd riſe, now wiſh my ſelf in Bed, 
Now with my Hands ſupport my drooping Head: 
Now on my Back, now on my Face I lie, 
And now for Reſt on either fide I try: 
And when my Bed I've tumbled Reſtleſs ore, 
Tm ftill th weaſie Mreteb I was before. 
Thus hinder'd by my own Infirmity, 
Tho' fain I would, I cannot follow thee. | 
hen wilt thou go, and leave me Dying here ? 
ls this thy Kindneſs, this thy Love, my Dear ; 

And do I then ſo great a Burthen grow, : 
Thou wilt not ſtay till I can with thee go? 
I | Thus 


@ 1 
11. 


Thus Soldiers from their wounded Comrades fly 
At an Allarm of any Danger nigh. 
nnat ral Mothers thus their Babes diſclaim, 
 Urg'd to the Sin by Poverty or Shame. 
Stretch, Lord, thy Hand, and thy weak Follower meet, 
Or if not reach thy Hand, yet ftay thy Peet. 

The grateful Stork beats o're the ſpacious Flood, 
Its aged Dam, and Triumphs in the Load: | 
The Doe ſupports her tender Swimmers weight, 
And minds ber /elf leſs than her dearer Fraight. / 
But you, unkind! forſake your Love, alone,) v 


In defert Fields forgotten, and unknown, I 
So burthenſom her Company is grown: Te 
Yet I'd not hinder or retard your Haſte, 60 
But gently draw, and I ſhall follow faſt: W. 
Tho' fall'n and fainting now, a little ſpace | 
Shall make me out-ſtrip the Winds impetuous Rac He 
Nor ſhall you Violence need to force me on, 11 
Free and unung d, I'll cloſe behind you run. Ang 
As, when at your Command the Net 2pas caſt, 


The willing Fiſh leapt in with eager haſte ; 
And unconcern d, their own Deſtruction ſought, 
So much twas their Ambition to be caught. | 
Pleaſure and Senſe do all Mankind miſguide, © Love 
Some by their Eyes, ſome by their Egrs are ty" 


I fk 


f | * Wand 
I ſeek not, Lord, my Eyes or Ears to pleaſe, 
Th' Arabian Sweets ſute beſt with my Diſeaſe. 
Thy Treſſes of the balmy Spiknard ſmell, _ 
And from thy Head the richeſt Oy; diſtill. 
meet, Choice fragrant Scents from thy lov'd Temples flow, 
And on thy Lips eternal Roſes grow, 
ood, Thou breath'ſ# the Odors of the Spicy Eaſt, 
In Myrrby Dew thy fragrant Words are dreſt. 
Thy ts Neck ſweats richeſt Franbincenſe, 
And evi part does ſome. rare Stent diſpence. 
Whate'er Perfumes in the vaſt World are found, 
In a rich Compound mix d, in Thee abound. 
Juſt ſuch a noble Smell; and rich Perfume 
Was that of old fill'd the bleſt Vi irgins Room, 
When Thou, be Flow'r of Jeſſe, began'ſt to Bloom. 
O]! might this Odor bleſs my longing Senſe, 
How wou'd it cure my feeble Impotence : 
I ſoon ſhou'd conquer all my Languiſnment, 
And ſwiftly follow the attractive Scent, 
And my Companions the ſame Courſe wou'd move, 
As the whole Flock waits on th' anointed Dove. 


Gilbert. in Cant. Hom. 18. 
Love is-@ Cord that holds faſt, and draws Affectionately, 
whoſe Words are ſo many Allurements. Nothing bolds 


faſter than the Band of Love, nothing Attracts more 
powerfully. ' 
8 12 IX. O that 1 
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Sabaiiſieut nere mr br, her; that 

Sucked the breasts 0/71 mi meother: 2 he = 
houll ſod thee nithout- In mild | fs thee, 

5. hoult not be d. «ered. Cant. 55 my 


IX. 


O that thou wert as my Brother, that ſucked the 
Breaſts of my Mot her; toben I ſhould find thee 
without , I would kiſs thee, yet I ſhould not 
be Deſpiſæd, Cant. viii. 1. 


HO will enoble my unworthy Race, 
And Thy great Name among their Numbers 
Nor wiſh I this to raiſe my Pedigree, (place ? 
Contented with my mean Obſcurity. 
Yet, tho' my Blood wou'd be a ſtain to Thine, 
Still I muſt wiſh we had, one Parent-line. 
Nor wou'd I have thee grown to thoſe brisk Years 
When firſt the gentle budding Down appears. 
But ſtill an Infant, hanging on the Breaſt, 
The ſame which I before have often preſt: 
A Brother ſuch wou'd my Ambition chuſe, 
If Elder, I thy Converſe muſt refuſe. - 
My Life! be born- again, and let me ſee; 
Dear Child, thoſe happy Cradles, bleſt by Thee. 
Children have pretty, pleaſant, charming Arts, 
Above the Elder Sort, to win our Hearts; 1 
i Eh "7 "mY And 


(118 ) | 

And tho' each Age wou'd its own Merit prove, 
Childhood is till moſt preyalent in Lowe : 

Ev'n he who tames the World, tho” calm and mild 
His Face appear ev 'n Love himſelf's a Child. 
Wer't thou a Boy, dreſt in thy Infant Charms 
Unblam'd, I'd claſp thee cloſely in my Arms. 
My Life ! be born again, and andlet me ſee, 
Dear Child, Thoſe happy Cradles, bleſt by Thee: 

Then I ſhou'd have Thee to my ſelf alone, 

Nor blam'd, nor cenſur'd if my Love were known. 
My Arms all Day ſhou'd bear thy grateful Weight, 
And be thy ſafe Encloſure all the Night. 

When thy ſoft Cheeks or ruddy Lips I'd kiſs, 
No Har or Shame ſhou d interrupt the Bliſs ; 

For none a Sifter's Kindneſs can Upbraid, 

At leaſt. when to an Infant-Brotber Paid: 

And tho” on thy ſoft Lips long time I'd dwell, 
Sure a Chaſte Kiſs can never be but well. 

O that you'd hear, ye gentle Pow'rs above, 
And to my Brother thus transform my Loye! 

That thou, my Dear, my Brother wou'dſt become, 
Dear as the Off- ſpring of my Parents Womb. 

hben all my Vows, then all my Thanks I'd pay, 

. Bleſs the glad Change, and bail the welcome Day. 
Whar wou'd I do to make my Tranſport known ? 
What woy'd : CE 2 Whar wou $d I leave e 

In c How 


4 
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a | (119) 
ve, How oft wou'd I, by ſtealth, ev'n when forbid, 
IN Stand all Night Centry by the Cradle-ſide ? 
ild How num'rous ſhou'd my Services become? 


A Ev'n till, perhaps you thought em troubleſom : 
For when my Mother took thee from the Breaſt, 
. My Arms ſhou'd with the next remove be Bleſt ; 


» Or if ſhe'd have thee born to take the Air, 
e: d fill my ſelf the grateful Burthen bear. 
Or wou'd ſhe have thee in the Cradle lie, 
wn. I Sing thee to Sleep, and then fit watching by: 
ght, If ſhe to take the Iv Employment went 
My eager haſte ſhou'd her Deſign prevent : 
But when ſhe ſhou'd intruſt thee to my Care, 
And going forth, leave me to tend my Dear; 
How great wou'd be the Pleaſure of my Charge ? 
How wou'd I then indulge my Self at large ? 
, Thy Mantle ſoon I ſoftly wou'd remove, 
Eager t' enjoy the Object of my Love; 
And, favour'd by the moſt Commodious Light, 
Feaſt on thy lovely Face my longing Sight. 
Thy Head ſhou'd on my Left-hband gently reſt, 
While with my Right I claſpt thee to my Breaſt ; 
And then ſo lightly I wou'd ſteal a X/, 
It ſhou'd not interrupt thy ſleeping Bliſs. 
Then, Dear, be pleas'd a ſecond Birth Callow, 
That on thy Cheeks my Lips may pay their Vow. 
I 4 8 805 And 
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And as thy growth renders thy Organs ſtrong, 
And thou beginn'ſt to uſe thy looſned Tongue; 
Then thou, my Love, ſhalt my ſmall Pupil be, 
And as 1 Speak, ſhalt Stammer after me: 

And when thou doſt the help of Arms refuſe, 
And dar'ſt attempt th' aſſiſting Wand to uſe, 
Fl! teach thee ſafely how to Praunce along, 
And keep thy nimble Footſteps firm and ſtrong : 
And if ſome naughty Stone offend thy Feet, 
My ready Arms their ſtumbling Charge ſhall meet: 
Pleas'd with a frequent Opportunity 

Of thus receiving and embracing Thee : 

Nor ſhall I any Recompence regard, 

The pleaſing Service is its own Reward. 


Bonayent, 


„ , 


(121) 
e; | Bonavent. Soliloq. cap. 1. 


vas ignorant, O ſweet Jeſu, that th 
Embraces were ſo pleaſant, thy Touch | 
ſo delightful , thy Converſation ſo di- 
verting ; for when 1 touch Thee, I 

g: am clean; when I receive Thee, I 
am a Virgin, | 
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Treks whe of inferior: Wr Fi iret, 
But chaſteſt Sighs, and more ſublime 90 > 


1 


I Bades ſe this Minds their Flames receive, 
. But ſtill the graſſer for the Bodies leave. 
The genetous Fire that warms the Soul, does prove 


\nd that alone, the pleaſing Charms of Love. 
That nobler Flames the lofty Minds inſpire! 
How are they'rais'd to more refin d Deſire 

In what Divine Embraces do they join? 
hat holy Hands their mutual Contracts fign ! 
ow dear the Joys of that chaſt Genial Bed! 
ith what unſpeakable Delights tis ſpread! 
here the pleas d Soul in her Beloved's Arms, 
and he in hers, gaze on each others Charms. 
The Bed on which ſuch happy Lovers reſt, 
 cowny Peace in its own quiet Bleſs. 


» 


Here 
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Or for another left my Widow'd Bed? 


When a loud Voice ſurpriz'd my trembling Ear, 


Soon with a lighted Torch his Steps I Trace, 
And wiſh I ne'er had feen them nor his Face. 


* .. The 
Here I was wont, when Care drove Sleep away, | Ask 
Pregnant with Thong bt, to watch the Dawning Day; Diſtr; 


Here the dear He that ſtole my Virgin- heart But v 
Did oft to me his Boſom- cares impart. What 
Then, then a Sacred Flame my Soul poſſeſt, Tho 


And no leſs Heat reign'd in his amorous Breaſt; What 
Then ſilent Love did all our Thoughts imploy 
Tho' Dumb, our Eyes diſcours'd in Tears of Joy, 
But now, nor know I why, my Love's eſtrang d, 
I fear ſome Fault of mine his Mind has chang: 
For, a whole Day he has not Bleſt my Sight, 
Nor (which he ever usd) return'd at Night. 

Or has the Faithleſs fickle Charmer fled, 


How ſadly I in Tears and Diſcontent 

The tedious Night of his griev'd Abſence ſpent ? 
*T'was now the dead low Ebb of deepeſt Night, 
And gentle Sleep had lock d my Drowſy Sight. 


And call'd, Riſe, Sluggard, ſee your Love's not here. 
Straight IL awake, and rub my ſleepy Eyes, 
Then the forſaken Houſe I fill with Cries : 
Sleep'ſ thou, my Love? But Anſwer I had noni 
For He, (alas!) to whom I ſpoke, was gone. 


The 


N ö 2 


Then on the Zuiltleſs Bed begin t exclaim, 

way, | Ask where my Love is, and it's Silence blame. 

Day; I Diſtracted then I ſearch the Chamber round, 
But what I ſought was no where to be found. 

What Tumults then were rais d within my Breaſt, 

Tho once on Peace's downy Bed did reſt ? 

What raging Storms then toſt my troubled Mind, 

Unus'd to Tempeſts of ſo fierce a Kind! 

Vith Pain my heavy Eyes to Heav'n I raiſe, 

und ſcarce my Lips can open in its Praiſe ; 

. My former Strength in ſacred Conflicts fails, 

ht, d what was once wy Sport, my Soul bewails: 

or while Succeſs Crown'd my troubled Head, 

Dn Golden Peace I made my eaſie Bed: 

Then, like a Boaſting Soldier, Raw and Young, 

ſho always is Victorious with his Tongue, 


pent? ¶ wiſh'd to Exerciſe ſome Hrant's Rage, 
Night, r in ſome glorious Hazard I'd engage. 

Sight, Jo warm a Heat within my Blood did play, 
Ear, Thile on the eaſie Bed of Peace I lay: 


ut when this Heat forſook me with my Love, 


8, older than Scythian Froſts my Blood did prove, 

8: d Flow'rs, which gentle Zephyr: kindly rear, 

id noneſſſipt by Cold Froſts, decay and diſappear : 

gene. Io Lamps burn bright, while Oz] maintainstheir Fire, 
ace, Int as that (ceaſes, Languiſh and Expire, 


Alas 


Alas! my Love, I ſought thee in my Bed, 
Who on the Croſs had ſt laid thy weary Head: 
Peace was my Bed, while the curſt Croſs was Thing, 
I ſhou'd have ſought Thee by that fatal Sign, 
Much Time I loſt in ſeeking thee around, 


But ſought thee where thou wert not to be found, 


Greg. in Ezek. Hom. 19. 


Then we may be ſaid to ſeek our Beloved 
| in Bed, when being amuſed with any 
uy little - ſort of a eſt in this preſent 
Life, we yet figh after our Redeemer, 
We ſeek him in the Night, becauſe tho 
then the Soul is waking, yet the e 
is ſtill in Darkneſs, 9 
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Trill ice, and go about He City m the 
Streets, and m the broad ways L will 
Seek him whom. my Soul lovethT Sought 


Piad 


| him, but. Jound hum not. Cant 3 . 2. 


XI 


I will riſe, and go about the City in the Streets, 
and i in the broad ways I 5 1 ſeek him whom 


my Soul loveth e I ſought him, but I found 
ao not, Cant. iii. 2. 


T lat tho 125 my Error Sy appear, 
Had I ſearch'd well I ſure had found my Dear. 

choughe him wrapt in ſoft Repoſe, in Bed 

Faſing his troubled Breaſt, arid weary Head; 

But here (alas!) my Love I cou'd not bind: 

\ harder Lodging was for him deſign'd. - 

Alas ! my Life, alas what ſhall I do ? 

ow can I Reſt or Sleep depriv'd of You ? 

o, tho' a thouſand Rivers murm'ring Noiſo 

hou'd court me to it with one lulling Voice; 

or tho as many whiſp' ring Groves conſpire, 

nd join the Muſick of their feather d Quire. 

ace cloſe my weary Eyes, with Cares oppreſt, 

hen Sorrow ruſhes in, and breaks my Reſt. 

ly Eyes, my Thoughts no Night admit, but when 
tolling lie, each regions Hour ſeems Ten. 

K If 


130 

If ever Sleep indulge my Miſery, 
My Sleeping Thoughts are all imploy'd on Thee : 
Why then ſhou'd wretched I ſeek Reſt in vain, 
Since Sleep ſo oft denies to eaſe my Pain? 


My Bed I quit, and ranging all the Town, 
Remove as Chance or Reaſon leads me on: 
Each Corner ſearch, and hope in each to find 
The deareſt Object of my Eyes and Mind: 

No Place eſcapes me, none ſo private lies, 
To cheat th' Enquiry of my curious Eyes. : 
The eager Hound thus cloſe his Game purſues, wriſt 
While the warm Scent directs his reddy Noſe : 
Thro Woods and Thickets, Bri'rs, and Thorns he runs, W in th 
No Danger dreads, or Inconvenience ſhuns. Court 
Thus once the weeping Magdalen did Roam 
To find her Lord, when miſſing in his Tomb. 
What that denies, ſne hopes the City yields; 
But there not found, ſhe ſeeks him in the Fields; 
No Man unask'd, no Place unſearch d, remain d, 
Till the dear Treaſure which ſhe ſought was gains 
Thus the griev'd Dam for her robb'd Neff complain 
And fills the Forreſt with her mournful Strains; 
About the Tree enrag'd ſhe flies, and now 


Lights on the top, then on ſome under-Bough. 


1 


| * 

And to her Fellows ſadly does relate 

: T' injurious ſtealib, and her lo Off-ſprings Fate. 

„ [Thus have 1 ſearch'd thro' ev'ry Walk and Street, 


But what I ſought (alas!) I cou'd not meer. 
Baſe Walks! and hateful Street: whoſe ev'ry Road 
My weary Feet ſo oft in vain have trod ! 
miſt my Love in Bed, and ſought him here ; 
but ſought amiſs, and till muſt want my Dear. 


5 


nd 


Amb. de Virg. lib. 3. 


briſ is not found in the Courts nor in the Streets ; 
Chriſt is no frequenter of the Courts. Chriſt is Peace, 
in the Courts are Contentions : Chriſt is Juſtice, 
in the Courts is Iniquity, &c. Let u ſhun the 
Courts, let #s avoid the Streets. 
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XII 


am you him whom my Soul loveth 2 It was but a 
little that I paſt from them, but I found him 
whom my Soul loveth + I held him, and: wou'd 
not let him go, Cant. iii. 3, 4. 


S there a ROE left in all the Town, 

Which in my weary Search I have not known? 
ith faming Torches every Street was Light, 
or did I ev'n the meaneſt Allies Night. 
las what Ground did I not Travel o're, 
| Till even the City had not any more? 

put why ſhou'd I this fruitleſs Toil approve, 

: ince all my ſeeking does not find my Love? 
bea, hopeleſs, back my penſive Courſe I ſteer d, 
ut ſtill no Tidings of my Lover heard; 
hen I at laſt approach'd the City-gate, 
here a ſtrong Guard in conſtant Watch did wait : 
ad I Perhaps my Love is hidden here : 
nd then I ask'd them if they ſaw my Dear ? 
hey Laugh'd, and my Enquiry did deride, 
ad who's your Love? One of the Centries cry'd: 
4 Has 


(134) 


Has he no Name by which be may he known ? 

How can we tell, ſince you have givn us none? 
"Excuſe, ſaid I, my rude Simplicity, An 
I thoughit him known to all the World, as Me: Bu 
And'that our Love, ſo much the talk of Fame, As 


Had made it needleſs to declare his Name; He! 
And thoꝰ you wou'd pretend this Ign'rance now, | Am 
I'm Confident you cannot chuſe but know: She 
Then pray be pleas'd in Earneſt to declare Nor 
If you have ſeen him lately pafling here : The 


Him, whom above my Life I dearly Prize, 
And him who loves me more than his own Eyes? Beer 
Say, when he went, what Stay he made with you, 
And whither he pretended he ou d go? 
Unto the Right or Lefi-hand is he gone ? 
Or had he Company, or was h' alone ? 

The ſportful Watch, regardleſs of my Cares, 
Anſwer with Laughter, and deride my Tears. 
From them I go, hopeleſs my Love to find, 
WhilesTides of Grief o'rewhelm'd my ſinking Mind My f 
But while my Soul ſuch painful Thoughts imploy Pleas 
(Nor dard I let it hope ſo yalt a Joy: ) I fly u 
My Love, the ſame I ſought the Cizy round, Thus, 
Now, unexpetted and unſought, was found. A ſecc 


Lo 


© & 
Loft between Foy and Fear in the Surprize, 
I durſt not well give credit to my Eyes. 
And have I thee again? I wou'd have cry'd, 
But as I ftrove, my faultring Tongue deny'd. 
As when ſome mournful Wife ſees by her Bed 
Her Husband long by Fame reported Dead ; 


Ama d to meet what ſhe had giv'n for loſt, 


She flies his Arms, and takes him for a Ghoſt : 
Nor dares, till his kzown Voice the Truth aſſure, 


The Sight of what ſhe moſt deſires, endure: 


And till ſhe fears leſt ſhe too eafie prove, 
Betray'd to this Credulity by Love. | 

Thus while I trembling ſtand, again I try ; 
Again my Life ſalutes my joyful Eye. 
Toſs'd between Doubt, and Hope, and Love, and Fear, 
Are you my Love, I cry, or in his Shape appear ? 
My Dear — ah no! alas! you are not He; 

Yet ſure you are Les, yes, you are, I ſee. 

My Lowe, My Life, I ſee and know you now, 

My ſecret Ecftacy diſcovers you. | 
Pleas'd with your Voice, and raviſh'd with your Face, 
I fly uncall'd to your beloy'd Embrace. 

Thus, thus I'll bind you to me, and prevent 

A ſecond Search, the Soldiers Merriment. 

O that my Arms were Chains, and each part elſe, 


Feet, Hands and all, were Gyves and Manacles : 
EY, K 4 Then 


( 136 ) 
Then with a triple Band my Love I'd _ 
Clofe as the Elm is by the Vine entwin'd ; 
The ſnaky-vy ſhou'd: not cloſer crawl 
About the Ruines of its dear lov'd Wall. Wh 
And while my buſie Hands your Neck encloſe, ; 
Think that 0 Burtben which their Kindneſs ſhows! 
Remember, Love, you have been abſent long, 
And Time that did it muſt repair the wrong: 
But of the Recompence you ſoon complain, 
And e'er my Joys begin, are gone again. 
But ſtay! ah too unkind, ungrateful! ſtay ! 
Nor ſhall you fly, unleſs you force your way. 


Beda 


(127) 


Beda in Cant. cap. 3. 


When I bad found him, 1 held bim fo 
much the faſter, by how much the longer 
wi'h 1 was in fmding him. 
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XIII. 


But it is aid for me to hold me faſt by God, to 
put 85 Truſt in the Lord God, Pal. Kl 27. 


Hro' what ſtrangeturns of Fortune have I gone, | 
Juſt as a Ball from Hand to Hand is thrown > . 
| ars loud Allarms were firſt my ſole Delight, 
And hope of Glory led me out to Fight: 
[ Arms rais'd my Courage, Arms were all my care, 
As if I had no other Bus'neſs here. 
N Oft with a Song I paſt my tedious Hour, 
While I ſtood Centry on fame lofry Tow'r: 
Ost I the Enemies Intent betray'd, 
And ſhew'd rheir Motions by the Signs I made. | 
; T learnt t' intrench a Camp, and Bulwarks tear, 
With all the Cunning of an Engineer. 
ever forward was, and bold in Fight, 
And did to Action the faint Troops Excite. 
None better underſtood the Art of War, 
None more the Soldiers or Commanders Care: 
Oft in the Lybian Deſart did 1 Sweat, 
Tu d with the Sand, and melted with the Heat; 
Rh — WW Choak'd 
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Choak'd wich the Duſt , yet no kind Fountain nigh, 


The Place as little Moiſture had as I. 


How oft have I ſwam mighty Rivers o'er, 
With heavy Armour loaden, tir'd, and ſore ? 


And ſtill my Sword acroſs my Mouth have laid, 


| Whene'er I did the adverſe Stream invade. 
Thus long the Camp has had my Company, 
A Foot-man firſt, then of the Cavalry. 
My Breaſs-plate has ten Shots of Arrows born, 
Nor fewer Stroaks my batter'd Helmet torn. 
Thrice was my Horſe ſhot under me, my Creft 
Faur times ſtruck off, and I as oft Diſtreſt. 
Yet boldly I expos'd my Self to harm, 
And in my En mies Blood my Hand was warm. 
But on my Back I did no Wounds receive, 
My ready Breaſt met all my Foes durſt give: 
For boldly againit Fire and S»erd J ſtood, 


And flights of Arrows which the Sky did cloud: 


On Heads of Men, ſlain by my Sword I trod, 


And as I mov'd, my ways wich Corps I ſtrow'd. 


But yet the Man that did theſe Congueſts gain, 
Cou'd not, with all bis Pow'r, his Wiſh obtain; 
Wich all his Lawrels won, and Foes ver-come, 


His Crowns deſerv d, and Trophies too brought home : 


- 


42 4688 288 


One 


| One Fault did all his former Triumph: blaſt, 
And blotted out their Memory at laſt. 


And thus in publick Scorn my Fame expir'd, 


O my dear God! had I born Arms for Thee, 
Thy Favour had not thus deſerted me. 


And bid a long Adieu to War's Alarm's. 


A 

The General caſhier'd me with a Word, 

And o'er my Head broke my once uſeful Sword. 
With the dear Purchaſe of my Blood acquir'd: ; 
What Hopes are plac'd on Thee can never fail, 


Firm as an Anchor fix'd within the Vail. 
Behind thy Altar then I'll lay my Arms, 


But ſoon my Mind on Gain was all intent, 1 
Gain to my Thoughts ſuch Sweets did repreſent. 
A Sbip I bought, which when I Fraighted well, 
Abroad I ſteer d, to Purchoſe and to Sell, 
In both the Indies I exposd my Ware, 
No Port was known but I had Trafick there: ; 
For from ſmall Ventures, large Acqueſts to gain, 
Was all the buſie Study of my Brain. 
Wealth now came flowing in with ſuch a Tide, 
It wou'd not in my frained Cheſts abide. 
My Sbips came loaded from the Indian-ſhoar'; 
But next return they Periſh'd at my Door. 

My Books with Debtors Names {till larger grew ; 
But they Forſwore, and ſo I loſt my Due. 


n 
Thus Salt, made in the Sea, does there decay, 


Thus where twas gain d, my Mealtb all melts away - 


- How peaceful is the Man, and how ſecure, 
Whom War did nel er delight, nor Gain Allure ? 
No more ſhall Gain my cheated Fancy pleaſe, 
q That cannot purchaſe one ſhort Minutes Eaſe. 
What ſhall I do, ſince my Attempts are vain ? 
In War, no Fame; in Trade, no Wealth I gain? 
Then to the Court I haſtily repair, 

My Fame as ſoon finds kind Reception there. 


Tm brought before the King, and kiſs his Hand, 


He likes my Perſon, gives me a Command. 
Now grown his Faw'rite, I have all his Ear; 
Whate'er I Speak, he eagerly does Hear: 
And to neu Honours does me ſtill Advance, 
Not the effect of Merit, but of Chance. 
But, whether bj: Miſtake, or my Deſert, 
Tm now indear'd, and wound into his Heart. 
Ofc in Diſcourſe we ſpent the buſie Day, 
And ne er regarded how it paſt away. 
Nay, without me, he wou'd not Play nor Eat» 
My Preſence gave a Reliſh to his Meat : 
N o Fav rite e er was dearer to his Prince; 

No Prince ſuch Favours ever did Diſpenſe. 


* | Sejanus 
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I Sejanus rul'd not thus his Maſter's Heart; 
y+ His wary Lord allow'd him but a Part: 
Nor Chrs's ſelf cou'd greater Honours have, 

Tho' the World's Conqu'ror was almoſt bis Slave. 
This new Advancement pleas'd my Thou ghes,” tis true, 
(For there are ſecret Charms in all things new.) 
The Courtiers envy, and the Crowds admire 
To ſee the King my Company deſire. 
But, oh! on Kings tis Folly to depend, 
Whoſe Pour, much more their Favours, quickly end. 
The King to Frowns does all his Smiles convert, 
nd, Il And as he 1% d, fo hates, without deſert. 

His Favour ſow'rs to Rage, and I am ſent 

Far from my Native Soil to Baniſhment. 

My fall to Hiſt'ry adds one Story more, 

A Story 1 for ever muſt deplore. 

Sejanus had not a ſeverer Fate, 

Nor Ciytus Happineſs a ſhorter Date. 
\ O God! how great is their Security, 
Whoſe Hope s and Wiſhes all are fix d on Thee? 


Aug. in Pſal. 36. 


Erſake all other Loves; be is fairer who Created 
Heaven and Earth, 
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XIV. 


I ſate down under bis Shadow ( whom I but) 
with great Delight, Cant. iti. 3. 


8 a long Journey to an unknown Clime, 
Much Ground I Travell d, and conſum d much Time; 
Till weary grown, computing in my Mind, 
thought the ſhorteſt of my Way behind. 

But when I better had ſurvey 'd the Race, 

I found there ſtill remain'd the greater Space. 
Then my faint Limbs grew feeble wich Deſpair, 
diſcourag'd at a Journey ſo ſevere : 

ith Hands and Eyes ere, I vent my Grief _ 

o Heav'n, in hope from thence to find Relief. 


On! who will ſhade me from this ſcorching Heat ? 
xe on my Head how the fierce Sun-beams beat 

hile by their Fervor parch'd, the burning Sand 

orments my Feet, and ſcarce will let me ſtand. 


hen you I praiſe, dear Groves, and ſhady Bowers, 
leſt with coolSprings,and ſweetrefreſhingFlow'rs. 


ii; : Then 
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9 14 
Then wiſh th' expanded Poplar 
Or leavy Apple ſhade my weary Head. 


| / 
The God whoſe Aid I oft had ſought before, 
As often found, now adds this Favour more. 
Whither your haſt Deſigns, ſays be, I know ; 
- Know what you want, and how you want it too, 


I know you ſeek Feruſalem above, 
Thither your Life and your Endeavours move : 


But with the tedious Pilgrimage difmay'd, 
Implore Refreſhment from the Apple's ſhade. 
See, ſee, I come to bring your Pains Relief ! 
Beneath my Shadow eaſe your weary Grief. 
| Behold my Arms ſtretch'd on the fatal Tree! 
With theſe extended Boughs Ill cover Thee: 
Behold my bleeding Feet, my gaping Side ! 
In theſe free Coverts thou thy Self may ſt hide. 
This Shade will grant thee thy deſir'd Repoſe, 
This Tree alone for that Rind Purpoſe grows, 


Thus ſpoke the God, whoſe Favour thus Expreſ, 
With Strengtb inſpir d my Limbs, with Hope my Brealt 
I 1aisd my Eyes, and there my Love I ſpy d; 
But, oh! my Love, my Love was Crucify'd! 
O what a diſmal Scene (I all diſmaid 
Cry d out) preſents me this unnat ral Shade. 

Whi 
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wou'd o'erſpread, 
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147 
d, what Comfort can ic yield to wretched Me, 
While Thou art hung on this accurſed Tree? (ſer! 
Curs d Tree! and more curs d Hand by which twas 
55 The bloody Stains are reeking on it yet | 
Yet this fair Tree projects its ſpreading Boughs, 
And with kind cooling Shades invites Repoſe: 
00. But what it offers till it ſelf denies, 
And more to Tears than Sleep inclines my Eyes. 


Bleſt Tree! and happy Hand that fix d thee here! 
That Hand deſerves the Honour of a Star! 
Now, now, my Love, I thy Reſemblance know, 
My cool, kind, ſhady Reſidence below. 
s the large Apple ſpreads its loaden Boughs, 


S from whoſe rare Fruit a pleaſing Liquor flows: 
und, more than all its fellows of the Wood, 
de. WMilows the weary Reſt, the hungry Food : 
ſe, hus thou art, Lord, my Covert in the Heat; 
y Drink when Thirſty, and when Hungry, Meat. 
ow oft, my Love, how oft with earneſt Pray'r, 
expreliW:ve I invok'd thy Shade, to Reſt me there ? 
yBrealWhere penſive I'll bewail my wretched State, 


ke a ſad Turtle widow'd of her Mate ; 
| bathe thy pale dead Lips in a warm Flood, 
d from thy Locks I'll waſh the clotted Blood: 


0 


n Thy 


(149) 

Thy hanging Head my Hands ſhall gently raiſe, 

And to my Cheek Tl lay thy gory Face; 

Thy wounded Side with watry Eyes I'll view, 

And as thy Blood, my Tears ſhall ever flow : 

Flow till my Sight, by their kind Flood relieys 4. 


With the ſad Object be no longer griev'd. 
12 7 

Yet this one Wound in me will many make, f 
Till Proſtrate at thy Feet my Place I take: : 


Then T'!l embrace again the fatal Tree, 

And write this ſad Inſcription under Thee: 
Two Lovers ſee, who their own Deaths conſpire ! 
She drowns in Tears, while He conſumes in Fire. 


Hononl 


(149) 


, Honorius in cap. 2, Cant. apud Delr. 


A ſhadow is made of a Body and Light, and is 
the Traveller's Covert from the Heat, his Pro- 
tection from the Storm. The Tree of Life, 
to wit, the Apple-Tree, 'is the Holy-Croſs; 

ite Fruit #s Chriſt, its Shadow the Refreſh- 

ment and Defence of Mankind, 


ire. 


XV. How 


XV. 
How ſhall we ſing the Lords Song in a ſtrange 
Land ? Pal. CXXXVII, 4. 


H! why, my Friends, am I deſir'd to Sing? 
How can I raiſe a Note, or touch a String? 

Muſick requires a Soul to Mirth inclin'd, 

And ſympathizes with the troubled Mind. 


But you reply, Such Seafons moſt require 
The kind Diverſion of the warbling Lyre ; 
When Grief wou'd ſtrike you Dumb, tis time to Sing, 
Den ſtrain the Voice, and ſtrike the trembling String; 
Leſt then the Mind o'erwhelm'd in Sorrow lie, 
Too much intent on its own Miſery. 
You urge, this Remedy will Grief aſſwage, 
And with Examples prove what you alkdge,.. 
You ſay, This tunes the weary Sailors 
While o're Long Seas their nimble Veſſ ele] . : 
You ſay, This makes the artful Shepherd play, 


Whoſe tuneful Pipes the tedious Hours betray, 


—— — 


” - 
— n 4 : 
* 2 — — * = > —- 
- oO - — — es 8 — — e. 
N 2 : = 2 d - * = > 


(152 ) 

And that the Trav'llers Journey eaſi'ſt proves, 
Inden to the Muſicł of bis Voice be moves: 
And Soldiers when with Night or Labour tir d 
By Singing, with new Vigour are inſpir d. 

PlL not Perverſly blame this Art in them, 

Nor th' inoffenſive Policy condemn ; | 


But know my Tongue, long praais'd in Complaint, 


Is skill'd in Grief, in Lamentations quaint. 
SCarce my loſt Skill cou'd Ito Practice bring, 
And Muſick ſeem'd a ſtrahge unuſual Thing; 
And as one blinded long ſcarce brooks the Light, 
So pleaſing Ayres my-uncouth Tongue affright. 
When I my ſlighted Numbers wou'd retrieve, 
And make the ſpeaking Chords appear to live ; 
When I wou'd raiſe the murmuring Viol Voice, 
Or make the Lute in brisker Sounds rejoyce ; 
When on my Pipe attempt a ſhriller Note, 
Or join my Harp in Conſort with my Throat : 
My Voice (alas!) in floods of Tears is drown'd, 
And boiftrous Sighs diſperſe the fainting ſound. 
Again to Sing, again to Play I try'd ; 
Again my Voice, again my Hand deny'd: 
Slow and Unactive by Diſuſe ſo long, 


Their Art's forgot both by my Hand and Tongue: 


And now with theſe Allays I try too late 
T o mollifie my hard, my mg: Fate. 
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Grant I excell'd in Mufick, and in Seng, 

And warbled ſwift Diviſion with my Tongue 

1 Cou'd I with 1/rael's ſweeteſt Singer vie, | 
Or touch the Harp with more Succeſs than He: 
Will Muſick or Complaint beſt ſuit my Woe, 

Who never had more cauſe to Weep, than Now ? 

laint, But Sorrow has my tuneful Harp unſtrung, 

And Grief's become habitual to my Tongue: 

Nor do the Place or Time ſuch Mirth allow; 

But grant they did, my Sorrows anſwer no. 

For wou'd you have an exif d Stranger Sing 

His Country Songs under a Foreign King? 

Forbear ; my Fate and this loath'd Place conſpire 

To Silence me, and hinder your Deſire. 

Tears drown my Eyes, exhauſted by my Wrongs, 

Then, ah! how am I fit for jocund Songs? 

Harſh Fortune's wounded Captive kindly ſpare! 

at : My Voice has loft its pleaſing Accents here. 

wn'd, Sorrow diſorders and diſtorts my Face, 

und. II cannot give my Songs their former Grace- 
Shou'd I begin to Sing or Play, 'twou'd be 
Some doleful Emblem of my Miſery. 
My Thoughts are all on my loſt State intent, 

ongue:¶ And cloſe Companions of my Baniſhment. 

Then why am I deſir'd co Play or Sing, (String? 


ow Grief has broke my Voice, and flackned ev'ry 
Oh: 


Grant 


*( 154 ) 
Oh! my lov'd Country, when I think on Thee, 
My Lute, my Voice, my Mind, all loſe their Harmony: 
But if to Thee I happily return, (ua. 
Then they ſhall all Refoyce, as much as now they | 0 


— 0 7 
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y: Aug. Medit. cap. 35. 


oy 0 that J could ſay ſuch Things as the 
Hymn-ſmging Choire of Angels] Flow 
willingly would J pour forth my Self 
in thy Praiſes ! 
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ECSTACIES 
OFK 
EN AMOURD SOUL 


BOOK the Third. 


— 


T charge you, O Daughters of Jeruſalem, if yore 
find my Beloved, that you tell him that I am 
ſick of Love, Cant. v. 8. 


Leſt Reſidents in thoſe bright Courts above 
Thoſe Starry Temples where you Sing and Lowe: 
By facred Yerſe I you adjure and bind, 

It by a happy Chance my Love you find; 
To him my ſtrong, my reſtleſs Paſſion bear, 
And gently whiſper't in his ſacred Ear; 
How I each Moment in ſoft Sighs Expire, 
And Languiſh in the Flames of my Deſire. 
How I am ſcorch'd in Love's fierce torrid Zone, 
As withering Flow'rs before the raging Sun. 
Pn, For 


"x58 
For ſcattering round his Darts, among the reſt 
He ſhot himſelf into my Love- ſick Breaft ; 
Thro Blood and Bones the Shaft like Lightning ſtole, No 
And with ſtrange Infl'ence ſeiz d my melting Soul: But 
Now in a Flame unquenchable I burn, Anc 
And feel my Breaſt © another «#tna turn. 

If a more full Account he wou'd receive, 

( For Lovers always are inquiſitive: ) 

Tell him how Pale, how Lanquiſhing I look, 
And how I fainted when I wou'd have ſpoke. 
If he enquires what pace my Fever moves, 

O! tell him, I no Fever feel, but Loves: 

Or if he asks what danger of my Death, 

Tell him I cou'd not tell, for want of Breath. 
Tell him no Meſſage you from me Relate, 

But gaſping Sounds, that ſpoke approaching Fate 
Vet, if he queſtions how in Death I look, 

| Say how my Beauty has my Face forſook. 

= Say how I'm ſtrangely all Transform'd with Woe 
That he my Suff rings and their Cauſe may know. 
Tell him I lie ſeiz d with a deadly Swound, 

A Bloodleſs Corps ſtretch'd on the naked Ground. NTell h 
Tell him my Eyes ſwim round my dizzy Head, 
And on my Breaſt my feeble Hands are ſpread, 
The Coral of my Lips grow ſickly pale, 
And on my Checks the withering Roſes fail; 


My 


1 - 


My Veins, tho Chaf'd , have loſt their Azure hue; 

And their Decay ſhews Nature failing too: 
% Nor any Signs expreſs remaining Life, 
I. || But the worſt Symptoms, Sighs that vent my Grief, 
15 And yet I cannot any Reaſon feign, 
Why, tho' unburt, ſo often I complain; 
Unleſs ſome treach'rous Sigh unruly prove, 
Betray my bluſhing Soul, and own tis Love. 
This, this was ſure my Sorrows only cauſe ; 
I lov'd, yet knew not what a Lover was. 
This from my Breaſt extorted frequent Sighs, 
And preſt the Tears from my o'erflowing Eyes. 
This was the cauſe, that when I ſtrove to frame 


Remote Diſcourſe, it ended with his Name. 
Oh! then | 


Tell the lo Object of my Thought and Eye, 
How I his Martyr and his Vidim die, 

Diſtill'd in Love's Alembick, I Expire, 

Woe | Parch'd up, like Roſes, by too warm a Fire ; 
Or dry'd, like Lilies, which have long in vain 
Begg'd the refreſhment of a gentle Rain. 
"NT" Tell him, the cauſe of all my Grief will prove, 


1 Without his help, my Death ; for, oh! *tis LOVE. 
4, | 
read, Rupert in Cant. 
Tel him, That I am ſick of Love, through the great Deſire I 
have of ſeeing his Face: I endure the wearineſs of Life, and 
il; 


can hardly bear the Delay of my preſent Exile. 
| | II. Stay 


17 th a1 


| 
LIHY 
— 


| a ”> ” 
. lar me with Hagons, comfort me. 


— 


ile Tes Tam ſick of Love 


Cant2%;. P.160. 


II. 


Stay me with Marine 9 me bir 65 
. Jam tek o if Love, Cant. li. e 


Ho drangey Leo, delt thou my will e 2 
Thou pleaſing Tyrant of my captiv d Soul | 

Oh! wou ' dſt thou have thy welcom Torments 14%, 

Slacken their Heat, for I conſame too fuſt. 

On other Hearts thy fiery Arrows ſhow'r, 

For mine (alas!) has now no room for mote. 

O ſpare thy own Artilf'ry, and my Breath! 

For the next Shaft comes wing'd with certain Death: 

Oh! J am loft, and from my ſelf eſtrang' d, 

To Love, my Voice; to Love, my Blood is chang d: 

tom part to part inſenſibly he ſtole, 

| a the fly Conqa ror had ſubdu'd the while: 


Alas! will no one pity my Diftreſs 2 3 
ill neither Earth nor Heav'n afford Redreſs ? 
anſt Thaw, the Author of my Miſeries, 

anſt Thou behold me with relentleſs Eyes ? 


M .:.+ 


( 162 - 

Oh ! haſte, you bright Inhabitants above, 
My Fellow Patients in this Charming Love 
Rifle the Gardens, and diſrobe the Fields, 


Bring all the Treaſure Natures Store-houſe yields; it 7 
Bind fragrant Roſe-buds to my Temples firſt, * 
Then with cool Apples quench my fery Tbirſt. F 
Theſe may allay the Fever of my Blood. * 


Oh no! there's nothing, nothing does me good 
Againſt Loves force what Salve can Roſes make, 
Since ev n themſelves may hide the pois nous Snake? 
And Apples ſure can ſmall aſſiſtance give, 
Irv one of them th' Old Serpent did deceive. 
O then! to ſlacken this tormenting Fire, 
The Roſe. F Sharon only I deſire: 
And for an Apple to aſſwage my Grief, 
Give it, oh! give it from the Tree of Life 
Then ſtrow them gently on my Virgin- Bed 
And as the withering Roſe declines it Head, 
Compos d to Death's long Sleep my Reſt III tak: 
Dream of my Love, and in bis Arms awake, 


Ic 


Gillen in Cant. cap. 2 


It is certainly a good Languiſhment, when the 

Diſeaſe is not to Death, but Life, that God 
may be glorified by it When that Heat and 
Exer dbes not proceed from a conſuming, bur 
rather from an improving Fire. 


M 2 III. My 
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AMrBoloved its mine, and Tam his; 
he reedoth among the Lillics 
| A 1. 


P. 164, 
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o jour Content 1 won 
or all Heav'ns Bleſſing er 
d when with equal Flames two Souls engage, 

hat happy Minute is Love's gvlden Age, 

ch Bliſs I wiſh'd, when Love at firſt poſſeſt, 

nd ſpread his Enſigns o er my trembling Breaſt: 

ow oft I-pray'd, whene er in Love I burn, 

rant me; great Pow'r, to find a juſt return 

e God return'd this Anſwer to my Pray r, 

we firſt, and never then of Love Deſpair / 

he ſudden Sound invades my frightned R 
trembled when I knew the God was near. | 
it thy Will, Almighty Love (Ecry'd) 

o lift a Soldier, in thy Wars untry'd ? 

Lis true, my Fellow-Maids have told me long | 

he promi d Joys of thy adoring throng: | 

M 3 But 


"or Crown cler, 


"(1166 ) 


But oft my Nurſe, acquainted with the Cheat, 
Told me, twas all Deluſion and Deceit ; 

And that the Oracle too true wou'd ow, ; 
Which thus declar'd the ill effe#s of Love : 
*© Num'rous as Atho's Hares, or Hybla's Swarm 
Or as the Shells, or Sands, or Lowes Allarms, 
* Or Olive-berries on the loaden Tree, = 
* Abounding till with Fear and Miſery. : 
For till this Fear the Wretches entertain, And, 


| Left all their Love ſhou'd meet unjuſt Diſdain. is 
Of bappy Lovers no Records can boaſt ; My 4 
Their Bliſs was Counterfeit, or ſhort at moſt: In 25 
The airy God's unſettled Motion ſhews | Vith 
That Love's a Ddꝰ that always Ebbs and Flows. We v 
Go then and truſt thoſe dying Flames that vi ho 
Since Loves A wand'rer and uncertain ſtill. To lc 
Than his own Feathers is he lighter far, WT bis L 


% And all his promis'd Faith but empty Air. Too | 
By Oaths and Vows let no' one be betrayd, © Un Pa 
Which waniſh in the' Breath with which th are made her 
His Cheeks are with unuſual Bluſhes dreſt, Amor 
And his quick Flight, this mighty Truth conf We in 
And now his Fraud, and Treachery I knew, ä 
To all his Pow'r I bid a laſt Adien. bon 
 ToThee, thou Heav n- born Love, my Soul T'll ji 2he 
Be thou my Flame, Dear Lord! and TI be thin 


(167 ) 
hile Day and Night ſucceſſively return, 
Dur mutual Fires ſhall never ceaſe to burn, 
O the ſweet Balm diſtilling from each Kils ! 
Now vaſt the Pleaſure, how divine the Bliſs ! 
hat new Delights from Heav'nly Love ſtill flow, 
They only, who enjoy the Bleſſing, know. 
Pat, ob! to Love, or be Below'd of Thee, 
7 the great Myſt ry of Felicity: 2 
And, more t'inhance and recommend the Joy, 
dai. Tris ſuch as Time does Heighten, not Deſtroy. 
Love, my Life in Thee all Hybla's Sweets, 


(0 


eat, 


Warm, | 
larms, 


k: ; n Thee all Ophir's richeſt Treaſure meets. 

With what repeated Exſtacies poſſeſt, 
bu, Ne vent our Paſſions in each others Breaſt 
hat wi o how unſpeakable's the Bliſs to me, 

To loſe my Self in thoughts of its Eternity! 
. {7his Love is ſubject to no anxious Cares, 
Air, Too Bleſ for Troubles, too ſecure for Fears. 
6 Un Paradiſes of Delight it feeds, 
nad, Where whiteſt Lilies deck th' enamell'd Meads : 
iN Among which Emblems of our pure Deſires, 
con Ve in chaſt Pleaſures quench our mutual Fires. 
7 Bernard. in Cant. Serm. 71. 

Ion who beareſt, or readeſt this, take care to have 

| I'll 10 be Lilies in thee, if thou wouldſt have this dweller 
> thin among rhe Lilies viſit thee. 
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I am my Beloved and his daſire 
wards me. (unt, 1%. 
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IV. 


I am my Beloved* e, and his Deſire is towards me, 
| Cant. vii. 10. 


di Ed the thick ſhades of a cool Cypreſs Grove, 
Weeping I wander'd to bewail my Love ; 
A briny Torrent rowl'd adown my Breaſt, - 

And weighty Grief my ſinking Soul Oppreſt. 
In my fad Arms an Ivory Lute bore, 

My Sorrows ſure Phyſician heretofore. 

Tird with my Grief, on a ſoft Turf I Reſt, 
And thus unload my over-burthen'd Breaſt. 


Muſt I my Days conſume in loneſom Grief, 
und cruel Love deny me all Relief? 

) let that Curſe attend my Enemies, 

e they ſtill Strangers to Love's envy'd Bliſs ! 
For not to Love, is ſurely not to Live, 
Since Life's chief Bleſſings we in Love receive: 
The whole deſign of Living is to Love,  _ 
And who Loves moſt, does beſt his Life improve. 


Bodies 


( 179 | 
Bodies of Earth down to their Centre tend 
And Seeds of Fire to theirs above aſcend, 
So our foft Hearts to Love are ſtill inclin'd, 
Urg'd by a vilent impulſe of the Mind. 
Ev'n mine too, kindled by an innate Flame, 
Is eager to deſerve a Lovers Name. 


Fut where fhall I my kindling Flames impart, Ple 
Where yield the Virgin-fortreſs of my Heart ? - 
bw Shall I deſcend to a low mortal Love, Lik 
[7 1, the companion of ble Minds above ? If t. 
£1} Or ſhall I with infericur Creatures Sport, os 
Whom tbei, Creator not diſdains to Court? tn 


No, no my Soul, fix thou thy Thoughts on high? 
Thou haſt no equal Match beneath the Sky. 
My Hymen ſhall no other Torches bear, 
Than what have each been lighted at a Star. 
Angels ſball my Epithalamium Sing, | 
Conducting me in Triumph to their King. 
Him, Him alone of all I can approve 
The nobleſt Object of the pureſt Love. 
His dear-lov'd Image ſtill ſalutes my Eye, 
Nor can his Al ſence this Delight deny. 
No envious Diſtance can prevail to part 
His dear reſembling Impreſs from my Heart. 
With him, methinks, in ſweet Diſcourſe I wal 
Pleas d with the Sound of his imagin'd Talk. 


90 


(171) 
So, by ſtrange ſympathy, the faithful Steel 
Does the lov'd Pole's magnetick infl'ence feel, 
By. whoſe kind Conduct the ſafe Pilot ſteers 
A ſteddy Courſe, till the wiſh'd Port appears. 
So the fond Hyacinth purſues the Sun, | 
Pleas'd at his Riſe, griev d when his Race i is done; 


1 
| 
| 


+ So is He waited on by the pale Moon, 

=o Who from his Beams Reflections guilds ber own. 
Like theſe, Almighty Love to Thee I flie; _ 
If thou withdraw'ſ thy Face, I Pine, I Die. 
O then, ſince all my Joys on that depend, 
Let the bleſt Viſion never never end : 

eh! 

t. 
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A To ſute the Temper of the ſad was made.) 
I choſe for my Retreat, there laid me down, 
Hoping my Sorrows in my Tears to drown : 


/ 
\ 
8 A 
The ſame,” by another Hand. 1 
V 
core Grove (whoſe melancholy ſhade A 
(I 
Sh 
Ce 
Dey vainly flow'd; and now o'rewhelm'd with rief, If 


From-Muſicks charming Sounds I ſought Relief. Tt 
This Song Compos'd, I ſtrike my Lyre, and Sing, M. 
Soft Notes rebounding from each Silver String. Ter 
Ah! ſhall my waſted days no Paſſion Crown ; Th 
And muſt my empty years roul uſeleſs on She 
So hard a fate I'd wiſh my greateſt Foes! Agr 
He lives not, who the flames of Love ne'er knows: Her 
Stupid his Soul lies hid in darkeft Night, F Anc 
Who is not chear'd with Love's tranſpiercing Li ght: 8 
He bears no Image of the God above, 7.1 
Whoſe icy Breaſt's inſenſible to Lowe. oy 
The pond'rous Earth, by'ts proper weight depreſt, ** Si 
Beneath all other Elements doth reſt; fe F 
While pointed Flames do thro” the ſolid Maſs . 


Force their bright way, and unreſiſted paſs: 
So thro” the ſolid lump of Man, the Sou! 
= >ends forth thoſe Fires that all the Frame controul ; 
* And 


; 


ef, 


g, 
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Ws. 


ght: 


oreſt, 


5 


troul 3 


“ My Soul from ſucb a Spouſe can ne'er depart: 


And his Deſires do hurry him away, 


Where-e're thoſe Flames direct th' obedient Clay. 


And now I feel an unknown warmth all oer; 


1 burn, I melt, but know not from what Pow r : 
Theſe ſharp quick Fires are urg'd thro' ev'ry Vein, 
Mingling at once ſuch Pleaſure and ſuch Pain. 
Ah! whither will this furious Paſſion drive? 
(In vain againſt Love's raging force we ſtrive.) 
Shall my aſpiring Soul, like vulgar Hearts, 
Complain of ſhameful Wounds from Cupid's Darts? 
If I ſhou'd be embrac'd by mortal Arms, 
They'd fade my Beauties, fully all my Charms: 


My riſing Mind ſoars vaſt Degrees above 


Terreſtrial Charms, they re much beneath my Love : 
Theſe groſs Deſires my purer Soul diſdains ; 


She'll be His Spouſe who ev'ry Being frames. 


Agnes, of Rome the Wonder and the Pride, 
Her Charms to an Auſonian Youth deny d, 0 


And in theſe Terms refus'd to be his Bride: 


If T have kindled Fires within your Breaſt, 


** cannot Grant, but Pity your Requeſt : 
“Nor can you juſtly my Refuſal blame, 
Since I burn with a much Diviner Hame; 
For my Creator hath engag'd my Heart, 


* His 
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0174) 
His lovely Image ſtill is in my Sight, 

And at this Diſtance He's my ſole Delight : 

© In Abſence we Converſe ; I ſpeak in Pray'rs, 
* And he in Abſence Charms my liſtning Ears. 
So by the Loadfones unſeen wondrous force 

The faichful Needle ſteers the Seaman's Courſe : 
Tow'rds its lov'd North it conſtantly doth riſe, 
Guiding their ſecret Courſe where-e'er it lies. 

So does the Flow'r of Phæbus twice a Day 
Turn tow'rds her Sun, and her glad Leaves Diſplay 


Fair Cynthia thus regards her Brother's Beams, 
Renews ber Beauty from his borrow'd Flames. 


I am thy Clytie (Spouſe) thou art my Sun, 
1 Cynthia, always tow'rds thy Light muſt run. 
My Spouſe, my Helice, with longing I (flie. 


= (Where-e're thou draw'ſt) tow'rds thee in Raptures 


What wonder if in mutual Love We burn, 
Since Steel can tow'rds the ſenſeleſs Loadfone turn? 


Bernard. 


nard. 


"175 


Bernard.  Medit. cap. 9. 
My Heart pa ſſes through many Things, 


"ſeeking about. where it may take us 


Reſt ; but finds nothing that pleaſe os 


it, till it returns to God. 
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V. 


My Soil mehad as my Belo ved ſpoke, 
Cant. v. 6. 


WI Hilli, what Rocbs, what Deſerts have Itrod, 
Only for one ſhort view. of Thee, my God? 
How for one Word from thoſe dear Lips of Tbine, 
My Feet a tireſom Pilgrimage injoin ! 
Oer craggy Rocks of ſuch ſtupendious height, 
Ttraicent does ev'n the climbing Deer afright : 
Net cannot my unwearied Haſte delay, 
Fer mighty Love condutts me all the way. 
Tho from theſe heights I al Things elſe deſcry; 
The dear-lov'd Object ſhuns my longing Eye. 
Diſtracted then, thro' ev'ry Den I rave, 
Search each Receſs, and viſit ev'ry Cave. 
In vain thoſe unfrequented Paths I wears 
only find thou art a Stranger there. 
dometimes into the open Plain I rove, 
but there am loſt in Error as in Love. 
Lo Heavn I look, and thro” the Fields complain, 
ut both unkindly anſwer not again. 

N Wandring 


* 


ö 
Wandring from thence I find a ſhady Vale, 
There on my Love (but ſtill in vain) I call. 
Not far from hence a cloſe thick Covert grows, 
Where panting Beaſts fly for a cool Repoſe: 
Here, here, ſaid I, perhaps He's laid to reſt ; 
But, oh! no ſign of Thee was here impreſt. 
Then, ſtung with Pſion, and o'erwhelm'd withGrief 
I coaſt the Shoar, and thence expect Relief. 
Here a high Tow'r exalts its lofty Head, 
By whoſe kind Light the wandring Sailor's led : 
Here J aſcend, and view the Ocean round, 
While my Complaints o'er all the Shoar reſound; 
Tell me, you Shoars, you Seas, and tell me true, 
Is not my Love conceald in ſome of You ? 
. As to each other you wou'd conſtant be, 
Diſcover, and be juſt to Love and Me! 
Scarce had the Shoar receiv'd the mournful Noil: 
When it return'd a loud redoubled Voice : 
But chat ſome ſporting Eccho I believe, 
That fools the Wretch'd,and dallies with their Griel 
Again the Shoar I rend ; the Shoar does hear, 
And the kind Voice again ſalutes my Ear; 
A Voice, a well-known Voice! twas Thine, my Life, 
Whoſe pleaſing Accents ſoon diſpell'd my Grief. 
Now I reviv'd : One ſuch immortal Breath 
Had pow'r enough to reſcue me from Death. 


| N (179) | 
Thy Voice, like Lightning, unperceiv'd, unfelt, 
By a ſtrange inffence thro the Soul can melt. j 
So thy Diſciples Hearts were fir d within, | 
When on the way thou didſt Diſcourſe begin; 
The ſecret Charms of Thy prevailing Voice 
Caus'd unaccountable, yet mighty Joys. 


rief *T was the ſame Heav'nly Sound that anſwer'd me, if 
And all diſſolv'd me into Exſtacy, 13.0 
That kindled ſuch a Fire within my Soul, 
d: Whoſe ardent Heat an Ocean cannot cool. 
| See how my melting Paſſions haſt and run, 
ound; Like Virgin- wax before the ſcorching Sun 
ue, O might I be ſo Bleſt to mix with Thee, 0 
Our Life the ſame, the ſame our Love ſhou d be 
Aug. Soliloq. cap. 34 _ A £ 
1 Noil: We 3 bt 
8 What is this that I feel ? What Fire is it that warm 
ry my Heart? What Light is it that enlightens it? Oh 
thou Fire which always burneſt, and art never extin 45 
eir Grit) guiſhed | do thou inflame me ! on 
hear, * 
ö ; 
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Whom hawve u Heaven butthce? 


Tate im Companson of thee. 
Gal. v. 24. 


PR 
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and tore t5noneupontarth that| 
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Whom bave I in Heaven but thee ? And there | i 
is none upon Earth that T deſire in compa- i 
riſon f thee, Pſal. Hill. 24. | 


Hat ſhall I ſeek, great God, in Heav'n above, WH 

Or Earth, or Sea, whereon to fix my Love > Wl 

Tho' I ſhou'd ranſack Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea, 
All they can boaſt, is notbing without Thee. 


I know what mighty Joys in Heav'n abound, 
What Treaſures in the Earth and Sea are found; 
| Yet without Thee, my Love! tenrich their Store, 
All, all their Glories are but Mean gnd Poor. 
O Heaw'n ! O Earth! O vaſt capacious Main 
Three famous Realms where Wealth and Plenty reign: 
Tho' in one heap your triple Pleaſures lay, 
They were no Pleaſures, were my Lord away. oF 
My Thoughts, I own, have often rang'd the Deep, 
Search'd Earth and Heiv'n, and in no Bounds wou'd 1 
keep; 
But when they wandred the Creation round, 
No equal Object in the Whole they found. I} 
N 3 Som- 


( 182.) 


Sometimes I thought to rip the pregnant Earth, 
And give its rich and long- born Burthen Birth; 
Gold, Silver, Braſs, Seeds of the ſhining Vein, 
And each bright Product of the fertile Mine: 
For theſe we dig and tear our Mother: Nimb, 

Till for our boundleſs Treaſures we want room: 
To what advantage? Tho', o ercharg'd with Gold, 
Lour burſting Coffers can't their Burthen hold; 

| Let this can ne er your troubled Mind appeaſe, 
Nor buy your Sorrows ev'n a*Minutes eaſe. 


= Here diſappointed, to the Deep I go, 

= Whoſe ſecret Chambers dusky Indians know. 
Pleas' d with its Gemmy ſtore my Self to load, 

I dive, and viſit its conceal'd abode : 

Then the ſcarce Burret ſeek, whoſe Bloods rich dye 
W 15 che great Ornament of Majeſty. 
Then ſcatter'd Rearls I gather on the Shoar 

WW Where rich Hydaſpes caſts his ſhining Oar. 


Alas! theſe Jewels brought from ſeveral Coaſts 
All that each River, or the Ocean boaſts ; 
Tze Sapbyr, Faſper, and the Cbryſolite, 

Can't quench my Thirf, or ſtay my Appetite. 

Then, ſince the Earth and Sea content deny, 

WW Heav'ns lofty Fabrick I reſolve to try, ' 


} 
4 2 , p 
0 L 1 
* 


With 


ts 


Vith 


(183) 

With wonder I the vaſt Machine ſurvey, 

With glorious Stars all ſtudded, bright and gay: : 
Amaz'd their ſtill unalter d Courſe I view, 

And how their daily Motions they renew, 

But among all the Pen/ile-fires above, 

None warm'd myBreaft,nonerais'd mySoul to Love? - 
But I beheld at diſtance from below; 

Then farewel Earth, up to their Orbs I go. 

Now leſs ning Cities leave my diſtant Sight, 

And now the Egrths whole Globe is vaniſh'd quite; 
Above the Sun and. Planet: I am born , 

And their inferior Influences ſcorn. 

Now the bright pavement of the Star; I tread, 
Once the high co ring of my humble Head. 
Now o'er the lofty flaming Wall I flie, 

And Heaw'ns bright Court lies open to my Eye. 
Now curious Crowds of the Ving d Quire above 
Tow' rds the new Gueſt with dazling Splendor move: 
Hymns well compos d to Ayres Divine they Sing, 
New tune their Harps, and ſcrue up ev'ry String; 
Then in brisk Notes triumphant Ambems play, 
While Heav'n reſounds, as if twere Holy-dey. 


O glorious Manſions fill'd with ſhining Fires 
O Courts fit only for your Starry Quires : 


N 4 


(184) 
My raviſfrd Soul's in ſtrange Amazement loſt; 
Sure no Delight is wanting on this Coaſt. 
Ah !——Said I no Delight was wanting here? 


| Ves, you want All 3 alas! you want my Dear. mY 
| Farewel you Stars, and you bright Forms adieu; = 
My Bus'neſs here was with my Love, not Jou. in 


There's nothing good below without my Love, 
Nor any thing worth a faint Wiſh above. 


One World ſubdu'd, the Conqu ror did deplore 
'That Niggard Fate had not allow'd him more : 
My vaſter Thoughts a thouſand Worlds deſpiſe, 
Nor loſe one Wiſh on ſuch a worthleſs Prixe. 

Not all the Univerſe from Pole to Pole, 

Heawv'n, Earth, and Sea, can fill my boundleſs Soul. 
What neither Earth's wide Limits can contain, 
Nor the large Empire of the ſpreading Main; 
Nor Heav'n, whoſe vaſter Globe does both incloſe ; 
That's the ſole OhHject my Ambition knows. 

Till now, alas! my Soul at Shadows caught, 

And always was deceiv'd in what it ſought J 
Thou, Lord, alone art Heaw'n, Earth, Sea, to me: 
Thou, Lord, art 40, all nothing without Thee. 


( 185) 


Au g. Soliloq. cap. 20. 


Whatever is contained within the compaſs of 
Heaven, is beneath the Soul of Man, which 
was made to enjoy the chiefeſt Good above, 
in whoſe Poſſeſſion alone it can be Happy. 
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VII. 


ig me, that I am conſflrained 7 dwell with 
Meſech, and to have my Habitation among the 
Tents of Kedar ! Pfal. cxx. 4. 
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Till does the Sun with uſual Motion fteer 
The Revolutions of the circling Lear? 
Cibeon's wondrous Solſtice is renew'd, 

en at the mighty Joſhna's Beck he ſtood 2 
is bis Motion now grown Retrograde, by 
when he turn d the Hebrew Dial's ſhade ?' 
y elſe ſhou'd I, who now am paſt the Age 
ow'd to tread this World's unhappy Stage : 2 
y ſhou'd I be deny'd an Exit, now 
play d my part, and have no more to do? 
here on Earth a Bleſſing to repair 
injurious force of my Detainer there? 
wou'd I welcom any fav ring Death, 
eaſe me of the burthen of my Breath ? . 
me ſure ſtroke, kind Fate, my Soul reprieve ! 
tis continual Dying here to Live. 
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De eager Summer thinks the Spring 00 long, 


See, while I ſpeak, how curl'd, how rough tis grown 


But, oh! the worſt of IIls is ſtill behind, 


A plague of \ Monſters ver the World to ſend ; 


(188) 


Here our chief Bliſs is an uncertain Joy, 
Which ſwift viciſſitudes of Ill deſtroy: 
Juſt as the Sun, who riſing bright and gay, 

In Clouds and Show'rs concludes the weeping Day. 


So boiſt'rous Guſts oft tender Flow'rs invade, 


By tempting Winds too ſoon abroad betray'd. wk 

Here, envious of each others Settlement, F 5 
A Things contend each other to Supplant : 275 F 
The ſecond Minute drives the firſt away, bs V+ 


And Night's impatient to ſucceed the Day: 


And Autumn frets that Summer is not gone: 
But Autumn's ſelf ro Winter muſt give way, 
Leſs its cold Froſt's o ertake and puniſh bis delay. 


Behold you Sea, how ſmooth, without a frown? 
Look, bow ſerene's the Sky, how calm the Air ? 
No, hark, it thunders round ihe Hemiſphere ! 
This great unconſtancy of bumane State 


Corrupts each Minute of our happy Fate.. 


The rav nous Converſe with our Beaſtly kind. 
Sure Nature firſt in Anger did intend 


Th 


| brought forth her moſt brutiſh Off-ſpring Menz 
turn d each Houſe into a ſavage Den. 

this rapacious Species we may find 
| that's deſtructive in the preying kind; 
on, Woolf, Tyger, Bear, and Crocodile, 
3 ung to devour, and cunning to beguile : 
b eſe Beaſts are led to Prey by appetite, 
d. II that once plear'd, no more i Blood delight 3 
Man, like Hell, bas an inſatiate Tbirſt, 
pd fill is łeeneſt when ſo full to burſt. 
is raiſes Fraud, makes Tr-2ch'ry fine and gay, 
nile baniſh'd Juſtice flies diſrob'd away: 

Its fills the World with loud Allarms of War, 
d turns the peaceful Plow-ſhare to a boſtiie Spear. 

o wou'd be Slave to ſuch a tyrant Life, 

at ſtill engages him in Noiſe and Strife? 

g lince, alas! I did my Years compleat, 

d ſerv'd for Freedom, ſtill deny'd by Fate. 
en I compute to what a Price amount 
miſpent Days, I'm Bankrupt in th' Account. 
what ſtrange Frenzy does thoſe Men poſſeſs, 
oraſhly deem long Life a Happineſs ? 
y ſure are Strangers to the Joys above, 
0 more than Home a wretched Exile love. 
Heav ns remote, and its far. diſtant Bliſs 1 
ears Minute to our miſtaken Eyes. 13 
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Ak! why, my Country, art thou plac d ſo far, | 
That I am ſtill a Fedions Wanderer ? 2 


Happier the Exiles of old Heathen Rome, 1 
Whom only Tiber did divide from Home ! | 
While to remorer Baniſhment deſign'd, 


A vaſt Abyſs *twixt Heav'n and Me 1 find. 
The Hebrew Slaves were freed i'th* Jubilee; 


Unhappier Yaſſal! I ſhall ne'er be free. 
The ſwift fore runner of the welcom Spring 
Finds after Winter's cold a time to Sing: 
She who did long in dark Receſſes lie, 
Now flies abroad, and re- ſalutes the Sky. 
Bat ſtill I live excluded from above, 
Deny'd the Object of my Bliſs and Love. 
Haſte, haſte y God, and take me up to They; 
There let me live, where I was made to be: 
Or if my Body's freedom's not deſign d, 
So ſoon, at leaſt, I will be there in Mind. 


( 191 © 


Aug. Serm. 43. 


” There are two Tormentors of the Soul, which do 
We Act toriure it together, but by rurns ) their 
| names are Fear and Grief : When it 3s well 
4 with you, you fear; when ill, you grieve, 
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O nretrhed man HhatTam.mwho 
Shall Azler ane from the body | 


f, this Ledi Romy. 2+: 
„ P. 292 


Vit. 


0 wretched Man that T am! who ſball Aal; nie 
from the wy of this Death? Rom. vii. 24. 


Win: are the loſt Delights for which I grieve, 


But which my Sorrows never can retrieve? 
euch vaſt Deligb but mention not the Loſs, 
Whoſe ſad Remembrance is thy greateſt Croſs : 

And Fate is kindeſt when. i it robs us ſo, 
To take away our Senſe of ſuffering too. 

Dn our firſt Parents Folly we exclaim, 

V if They only were, as ft, to blame: 

Dn Eve and Adam we diſcharge our Rage, 

nd thus expoſe our naked Parentage. 

ho thou who thy Firſt Parents doſt e 
hou ought'ft to blame thy Self as well as Them. 
hen Life at one raſh Cat was thrown away, 
ho didft, as well as thy Forefather, play. 
t] (alas!) condemn not Them alone, 
or while I mind their Ful, forget my Own. 
ich Eve I was conſenting to the Cheat, 
poi d on Alan and helpt him to Eat. 
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Hence I my Nakedneſs and Shame deriv'd, 
And Skins of Beaſts to cover Both receiv'd © 

Was from my forfeit Eden juſtly driv'n, 

The Curſe of Earth, and the Contempt of Heav n. 1 
Nor do I now the general Loſs bemoan ; \ 
My Grief's too little to bewail n Own: E 


The tragick Story from my Birth Il take, 


For early Grief did my firſt Silence break. N 
*Twas Fulh's Month, the lovelieſt of the Year, II 
(Tho all my Life December did appear :) No 


The Twenty-ſeventh ; Oh! had it been my laſt, If 
T had not Mourn'd, nor that made too much haſte. 
That was the fatal Day that gave me Breath, And 
Which prov'd almoſt my teeming Parent's Death, My | 
And fill, as then, to her (alas) I've been 

A true Benoni, not a Benjamin. 

No ſooner was I for the Cradle dreſt, 

But a ſtrange Horror all around poſleſt ; 
Who with one dire propbetic Voice preſage 
Th' attending Mis ries of my growing Age. 
Why did'ſt thou give me Life, more fatal Day 
Than that which took th' e4pyprian Males away! 
No more be numbred in the Calendar, 
But in by Place let a large Blot appear! 
Or if thou muſt thy annual Station keep, 
Let each Hour Thunder, and eack Minute Ven: 


* 
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La, 5 as 6 Cain, ſeme Mark be fix d on Thee, 
That giving Life, didſt worſe than Murder Me. 

| Now, Friends, I find your fatal Aug ij true; 

My Wees each other, like my Hours purſue. 
Hence the large Sources of my Tears ariſe, 
And no dry Minute wipes my flowing Eyes. 
No ſooner had I left my childiſh, Plays, 

5 The harmleſs Paſtimes of my happieſt Days : 


Now paſt a Child, yet ſtill in Fudgment ſo, 
8 I ſtudy'd firſt what I was not to know. 

And my firſt Grief was to lament my Fate, 
And yer 'twas ſeldom I had time for that. 
My ſtubborn Soul a long Reſiſtance made, 
Impatient thus by Nature to be ſway d: : 
Oft ſtrove to Heaw'n to raile its lofty Flight, 
As oft ſuppreſt by its groſs Body s Weight: _ 
But what it cou'd not reach, its Eyes purſue ; 


; hen cry'd, 4b God ! and ſhed a briny Dew. 

ge Twice more it wou'd repeat the pleaſing Noiſe, 
F zut ſtruggling Sighs reſtrain'd th impriſon'd Voice. 
5 uch ſure were felt in Babels Monarchs Breaſt, 

es 


Then of his Throne and Nature diſpoſſeſt: 
ut conquer'd Patience yields at laſt to Grief, 
id thus I vent my Woe, and beg Relief. 


, | 
Jeb! | 
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Bleſt Author of my Life, hear my Complaint, 
Aud free this Captive from its loath'd Reſtraint 
Speak but the Word, thy Servant ſhall be free ! 
Thou ad ſt me thus, O thus unbody me 
Or if thou wilt not this Relief afford, 
Grant ſome kind Poiſon, or ſome friendly Sword! 
Dying T'd hug the Author of my Death, 
And beg his Par with my lateft Breath. 
But to ſave Man the Guilt, ſend ſome Diſeaſe ! 
Death in the moſt affrighting ſhape will pleaſe. 
Were I to act Perillu's ſcorching Scene, 
I ſhou'd rejoyce to hear my Self complain. 
Oh Heav'n! my Patience is o ercome by Grief? 
Is there above no Succour, no Relief ? 
The mercy Death is all I thee implore; _ 
Lord! grant it ſoon, left I Blaſpheme thy Pow'. 
When for diſpatch tormented Wretches pray, 
No Cruelty's ſo batb'rous as Delay. 
Why am I to this noiſom Carcaſs ty'd, 
Whoſe ſtench is Death in all its ghaſtly Pride ? 
Then ſpeak the Word, and I ſhall ſoon be free; 
Thou torm'it me thus, O thus unbidy Me! 


Amb, 
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Amb. in Pal. cxviii. 


Fu does that Soul Live, that is incloſed 
in a covering of Death? 0 
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IX. 


7 am in a b Senaight between | Two, having: a de- 
fire to be Diſſolved, . to: be with Mick 
Philip. 1. 33. | 


* 


Ho ſhall I do to g my doubrful Lovg? 
Shall I remain below, or ſoar above? 
Here Earth detains me, and retards my Flight; 
here Heay's invites me to ſublime Delight: 
eav'n calls aloud, and bids me haſte a way; 
Thile Earth allures, and gently whiſpers, . fay ! 
But hence thou ſly Inchantreſs of my. Heart ! 
Il break thy Fetters, and deſpiſe thy Att. 
aſte, haſte, kind Fate, unlock my Priſon Door! 
ere I releas d, how I aloſt wou'd Soar? 
dee, Lord' my ſtruggling Arms tow'rds Thee are ſent, 
\nd ſtrive to graſp thee in their wide Extent. 
0b! had I pow'r to mount above the Pole, 
nd touch the Center of -my longing Soul: 
ho' torn in ſunder by the Flight I be, 
d loſe one half, might rorber reach but Thee. 
I 'O 4 . But 


(200) 
But thou above derid'ſt my weak Deſigns, 7 
And ſtill oppoſeſt what thy Word i injoins. 5 
Vainly I beg what thou doſt ſtill deny, | 
AndſtretchmyHandsto reach what's plac dtoo bigh 
Oſt to my Self falſe Hopes of Thee 1 feign, | T 
And think thou kindly com'ft to break my Chain. A, 


Now, now, I cry, my Soul ſhall ſoar above! 
But this (alas!) was all diſſembled Love. 

Sure this Belief ſome Pity might obtain; 
Thou ſhou'dit at leaſt for thjs have broke myChain, 
But if Im till confin'd, my Wings I'll try; 
And if 1 fail, in * Attempts I dee. 1 


But ſee! He comes, and as he glides along, 

He beckons me, and ſeems to ſay, Come on. 
TIl rife, and flie into his lov'd Embrace, 
And ſnatch a Kiſs, a thouſand, from his Face. 
Now, now he's near, his ſacred Robe I touch, 
And I ſhall graſp him at the next approach: 
But he (alas!) has mock'd my vain Deſign, 

And fled theſe Arms, theſe ſlighted Arms of mint 
For tho the Diſtance ne er ſo little be, 
It ſeems th' Extremes of the vaſt Globe to me. 
Thus does my Love my Longing tanta lixe, 
And bids me follow, while too faſt be flies. 
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Thus ſportive Love delights in little Cheats, 
Which oft are puniſh'd with ſevere Deceits. 


The World has an Original in Me, 
To paint deluded Lowers Miſery : 
And be who has his eaſie Fair betray'd, 
Finds all his Falſbood with large Int reſt paid. 
Ine er ſuſpected thou cou dſt Faithleſs be, 
But ſad Experience has inſtructed me. 


As a chain'd Maſtiſt, begging to be looſe, 
With reſtleſs Clamours fills the deafned Houſe; 
But if deny d, his Teeth the Chain engage, 
ong And vent on that their inoffenſive Rage: 

C o Complain, Petition to be freed, 
And humbly Proſtrate beg the Help I need. 
But when you Frown, and my Requeſt deny, 


touch, Deaf as the Rocks to my repeated Cry ; 

: Then I againſt my hated Clog exclaim, 

ſign, And on my Chain lay all the guilty Blame. 

of min} Thus Grief pretends, by giving Paſſion vent, 
I lo caſe the pain of my Impriſonment. 
| 0 But I unjuſtly blame the Chain alone, 

1 And ſpare the crue! Hand that ty d it on. 


Well might the barb'rous load of Chains I bear 
Become a Renegado Slave to wear; 


* But 
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But why this harſh ill Uſage, Love, to Me, 

- Whoſe whole endeavour is to come to Thee? 

But when my Soul attempts that lofty Flight, 


*Tis ſtill ſuppreſt by a groſs Bodies Weight. on 
So fare young Birds, by Nature wing' d in vain, 7 
Whom ſportful Boys with ſcanty Threads reſtrain; - 
When eager to retrieve their Native Air, = 
They rife a little height, and flutter there: - 


But having to their utmoſt Limits flown, (down. 
The more they ſtrive to mount, they fall the falter 

Each, tho' it ſlee ps in its young Tyrants Breaſt, 
And.is with Banquets from his Lips Careſt ; 

Yet prizes more the freedom of the Mood, 

Than all the Dainties of its dear bought Food. 

Could Tears diſſolve my Chains, O with what eaſe 

I'd weep a Deluge for a quick releaſe? 

But Tears are vain, reach, Lord! thy Hands to me, 
And in return Il ſtretch my Chains to thee, 5 
Thou, only thou canſt looſe my Bands; for none 

Can take them off, but he that put' them on. 


WY 


Chryſoft 


How long ſhall we be faſtned here? We flick to 
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Chryſoſt. hom. 55. ad pop. Antioch, 


the Earth, and as if we ſhould always. live 
there, we wallow in the Mire. God gave us 
Bodies of Earth, that we ſhould carry them 
to Heaven, not that we ſhould by them dehaſe 
our Souls to the Earth. | 
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X. 


Bring my Soul out of Priſon, that 1 may praiſe 
thy Name, Plal. cxlii. 9 12 


| Who did once thro Heav'ns wide Regions rove, 
Free Denixen of thoſe vaſt Realms above; 

Now to a narrow Dungeon am confin d. 

A Cave that darkens and reſtrains my Mind. 
When firſt my Soul put on its fleſhly Load, 

It was Impriſon'd in the dark Abode 5 _. 

My Feet were Fetters, my Hands Manacles, 

My Sinews Chains, and all Confinement elſe 3 

My Bones the Bars of my loath' d Priſon grate; 

My Tongue the Turn · key, and my Mouth the Gate. 


Why from my Native Station am I ſent 
A Captive to this narrow Tenement ? | 
How oft wou'd I attempt a ſhameful Flight, 
In Fire or Water bid the World good Night ? 
How oft have I their happy Fate admir'd, 
Who by the Sword or Poiſon have expir'd ? 


205 ) 


But to „ gain Hus „, we muſt Heawns leiſure ſtay, 

+ Such raſh Attempters have miſtook the Way. 

As only Heav'n our Beings did beſtow, 

Tis Heaw'ns ſole right to countermand them too: 

And when to take what That firſt gave we ſtrive, 
Me impiouſly encroach on God's Prerogative 3 

And on our Souls by this unlawful Ack, 

In breaking Pris'n we a new Guilt contract: 

While th impious Courſe we take to ſet us free, | 
Betrays us to a greater Slavery. 

Had I ſome winding Lab'rinth for my Fail, 

I then might bope for Freedom to prevail: 

But while imbody d in this Fleſh J lie, 

Heav'n muſt be the Deliverer, not I. 

Let the miſtaken Wretch his Pris' n accuſe, 
Which for his Flight did no kind Means refuſe. 
Wou'd ſome kind Chink one heavenly Ray admit 
To bleſs my Eyes, how won'd I honour it ? 

But while confin'd to this dark. Cell I lie, 

My captive Soul Can't reach its native Sky, 
Here, even my Will's a ſlave to Paſſions made, 
Paſſions which have its Liberty betray'd. 
When piouſly i it is inclin'd to good, 

*Tis by repugnant Paſſions ſtill withſtood. 

” Thus Iſrael in tb Egyptian Bondage far d, 

| While from the Scrvice of their God debarr 
= | When 
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' When to bis Worſhip they deſir d to go, 
The Tyrant Phar'oh always anſwer'd, No. 

Oh my dear God ! viſit this humble Cell, 
And ſee within what narrow Walls I dwell. 
But if the Locks, and Bars, and Grates aftight, 


Command them all to open at thy ſight. 
Command them, Lord, to ſet thy Servant free; 


Nor will this Deed without Example be: 
Angels have left their Thrones and Bliſs above, 


To ranſom thoſe whom thou art pleas'd to Love: 


Thus Peter did his op'ning Priſon view, 

Yet ſcarce believ'd the Miracle was true. 

But no ſuch Favour is indulg'd to me, 

I want (alas') ſuch happy Liberty. 

Come, my-dear Lord! unlock my Priſon Gate, 
And let my Soul tow'rd Heav'n expatriate : 

In triumph tho' thy Slave conducted be, 

TIl bleſs the Chains that bind me cloſe to Thee. 
To Thee my Hands are thro' the Gates addrelt ; 
G that I cou'd but follow with the reſt! 
The captive Bird about its Cage will fly, 

And the leaſt way for its Eſcape eſpy, 

And with its Bill gnaas thro' the Twiggy Grate 
A ſecrer Paſſage to its firſt free State. 


Can'ſt thou, my God | be deaf to all my Cries, 


And more obdurate than my Priſon is? 


Nor 


Nor for my Self, but Thee do I complain, 
Thy facred Praiſe, which I 2d Sing, in vain ; 
For here (alas!) I cannot once rejoyce, 

Nor touch my Strings, nor raiſe my taneful Voice. 
For Birds confin'd, to rage convert their Notes, 
Or fallen grown, lock up their ſilent Throats. 
Come then, my God, unlock my Priſon-gate; 
And let my Soul cow'rds Heaven Expatiate ! 
There my loud Voice in joyful Notes I'll raiſe; 
And ing Eternal Anthems to thy Praiſe. 

But if thou wilt not this Requeſt allow, 

At thy own Glory thou mult envious grow: 
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Greg. in cap. 7. Job. 


Man is impriſoned, becauſe by proficiency 
in Virtue he often © ſtrives to riſe on high, 
but is kept down by the Corruption of 
his Fleſh. 
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Lie as the Hart dvr oth the mathr = ' 


ar uff  longeth mv. Soul after thee | 


O Bod. Pal 42.1 


P2210. 


Vi 


Like as the Hart deſi reth the N. ater-Brooks, 


fo longet h Soul after thee, O Gad! 
Pfal. xl. 92 | 


Ora! won'dſtthou nnn cohiltuning 
And how I pine and languiſh in Deſire? (Fire, 
he withering 771; no reſemblance yield, 
or can I rake it from the Sun-burht Fed ; 
or by that Heat can I expreſs my Pain, 
at melts us in the fiery Dog-Far's Reign. 
mc Lybian Sands, where the Sun's warm ſalute 
th barren Drouth deſtroys all hope of Fruit, 
they, compar d with me, are moiſt and cool; 

h raging Flames have ſeiz d my bectick Soul. 
wor'dft thou have an Emblem of my Paitss, 
ard then how the wounded Hart Complains, 
le in his Side th' envenom'd Arrow lies, 

dlood boils over, and his Marrow fries : 
 thro* the Woods he takes a nimble Flight, 
ome cool Stream ſalutes this diſtant Sight: 


P > Then 


in 
Then with redoubled Speed he Pants and Brays, 4% 


Till zhere his Thirſt and Fever he allays. Aſi 
Thus, thus transfix'd with an Infernal Dart, Son 
I feel the Poiſon raging in my Heart. Fro 
Th* envenom'd Blood with vi'lent Fury burns, Aga 
And to a Thouſand diff”, rent Tortures turns. The 


The Tyrant Zyſ now thro my Body reigns, To t 
And now Intemp'rance burſts my glutted Veins, S0 pi 
Now Pride's rank Poiſon ſwells my heaving Brea Ther 
And curs'd Ambition robs me of my Reſt. And! 
Oh! from what Stream ſhall I a Med cine find 
To eaſe theſe reſtleſs Torments of my Mind ? Lor, 
Thou, thou, my God! alone canſt eaſe my Grief, Eo ſhy 
From the pure Waters of the Well of Life. But clo} 
My panting Soul laments and pines for them, Ke ms, 
As the chas'd Hart for the refreſhing Sream. Err d 
wiſh t 
Shunning the quick- nos d Hounds afrighting 1 2 whe 
With timorous haſte oft to the Tojls he flies: 
And when he finds himſelf too cloſe beſet, 
With active Speed o er- leaps th extended Net: 
But hotly by his num'rous Foes purſu'd, 

He ſeeks the Succour of ſome ſheltring Wood; 
And on his Neck, leſt it retard his Speed, 
Caſts back the uſeleſs Armour of his Head: 
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s, Ibicb, ſince he bas not Courage to employ; 
Aſſiſts his Foes its Owner to deftroy. 
Sometimes hè thinks the deep-mouth'd Foe is near 
From ſtrong impreflions of remaining Fear : 
ns, IAgain he ſtands and liſtens for their Cries, f 
| Then, almoſt ſpent, thro the cloſe Thickets flies 
To the clear Springs : And as he pants for them, 
s. So pines my Soul for the Caleſftial tream ; 
real, There he renews his Strength, and lays his Heat, 
And rowls and wantons in the cool Retreas. 


ad 
id? Lord ! Hell's great Nimrod holds my Soul in chaſe, 
Grief, Eo ſhun whoſe Hounds I fly from place to place 
But cloſely they my weary Steps purſue, 
m, 0 means of Succour or Eſcape I view. 
m. Vir d with my Flight, and faint with conſtant Sweat, 
wiſh to Reſt, I wiſh to lay my Heat: 
ing cli at obere, O where can this Refreſhment be? 
5: Tis no where, Lord ! tis no where but with Thee, 
t, ith Thee an ever-bubbling Fountain flows, 
d Net: Ne remedy of all thy Servants Woes: 


afing its Taſte, its Vertue Sanative ; 

Wood r Health alone, but endleſs Life till give. 
ed, Nen tell not me of Tagus Golden Flood, 

ead: Whoſe rowling Sands raiſe a perpetual Mud: 


p 2 There 
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There ſhou'd I drink inſatiate till I Burſt, 
Each greedy Draught on d re-inflame my Thirſt. 
No, to the pleaſing Springs above I'll go, 

The Springs that in the heavenly Canaan flow. 
My panting Soul laments and pines for them, 
As the chas'd Hart for the refreſhing Stream. 
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Cyril. in Joan. lib. 3. cap. 10. 


It is an excellent Water that allays the pernicious 
thirſt of this World, and the beat of Vice; 
that waſhes off all the ſtains of Sin; that waters 
and improves the Earth in which our Souls 
inhabit; and reſtores the mind of Man, that 
tbirſts with an earneſt deſire after its God. 
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on) hall 7 come (and apy 
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When foul Ic come ind appear RY the preſence 
Y God e Fil. als 2. 


Wir beni 4 ors my Far hu oft did'ſt 


(fill, 
But they ate only Joys of Promiſe fill. | 
Did ſt thou not ſay thou ſoon wou'dſt call me home? 
Be juſt, m Love, and kindly bid me come ! 
* Expecting Lovers count each Hour a Day, 
* And Death to them's leſs dreadful than Delay. 
A tedious train of Months and Years is gone, 
Since firſt you bid me hope, yet gave me none. 
Why with delays: doſt thou abuſe my Love, 

| And fail my vain Expectancies above? 
While thus th' inſulting Crowd derides my Woe, 
Where's now 7 your Love ? how well he keeps his 

(Vow £ 
"FA chew „and bome thy longing Lover take ; 
If net for mine, get fer thy Promiſe ſake, 
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| Thy glorious Scepter kindly ftretch'd to ne? 


Grant me thy Preſence, and I ſhall be hole! 


When ſhall I fee thee on thy Throne of Bliſs ? 


But the glad Gardens deck themfelves anew, 


And Birds in Anthems ſtrain their tuneful Throat 
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When ſhall I come before thy Throne, * ſee 
For Thee I pine, for Thee I am undone, 


As drooping Flow'rs that want their Parent Sun. 
O cruel Tort'rer of my wounded Soul, 


O when, thou Jey of all admiring Eyes, 


As when unwelcom Night begins its ſway, 
And throws its ſable Mantle o'er the Day; 
The withering Glories of the Garden fade, 
And weeping Groves bewail their lonely ſhade : 
To melancholy Silence Men retire, 

And no ſweet Note founds from the feather'd Dire: 
But bardty can the riſing Morn diſplay 
The purple Enſigus of approaching Day; 


And the cheer d Groves ſhake off their heavy Dew: 
To daily Labour Man himſelf devotes, 


So without Thee, I Grieve, I Pine, I Mourn ; 
So Triumph, fo Revive at Thy Return. 

But Thov, unkind, bidſt me delight my Eyes 
Wich other Beauties, other Rarities. 


Some 


n 
Sometimes thou bid ſt me mark the flow'ry Held; 


Then to the Stars thou doſt direct my Sight, 
For they from Tine derive their borrow'd Light. 
Then ſayſt, Contemplate Man! in Him thou lt ſee 
The great Reſemblance of thy Love and Me. 
Why wou'dſt thou thus deceive me with a Shade, 
A trifling Image, that will quickly fade? 
My Fancy ſtoops not to a mortal Aim, 
Thou, thou haſt kindled, and muſt quench my Flame. 


O glorious Face, worthy a Pow'r Divine, 
Where Lowe and Awe with equal Mixture ſhine! 
Triumphant Majeſty of that bright Ray 
Where bluſhing Angels proſtrate Homage pay! 
We in thy Works thy fix'd Impreflions trace, 
Yet ſtill but faint Reflections of thy Face. 
When this inchanted World's compar'd with Thee; 
Its boaſted Beauty's all Deformity : 

Thy Stars no fuch tranſcending Glories own 
As Thine, whoſe Light exceeds all theirs in one. 
This Truth ſome one of them can beſt declare, 
Who on the Mount thy bleſt Spectators were: 
Who on Thy Glories were allow'd to gaze, 
And ſaw Heav'n open'd in Thy wondrous Faces 


Thy 


What various ſcent and ſhews the Meadows yield; I 
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x Thy ſhining Viſage al the God confe 5 * (dreft. 
in beauteous Lambent Flames were thy bri ght Temples 


Nor can we blame thy great Apoſtle 5 Zeal, 
To whom thou did'ſt that happy Sight reveal; 
That ſlighting all before accounted dear, 
He was for building Tabernacles here. 
Vet he beheld Thee then within a Veil, 
The killing Rays thou kindly did'ſt conceal : 
He ſaw a milder Flame thy Face ſurround, 
Thy Temples with rebated Glories Crown'd : 
As when the Silver Moon's reflected Beams, 
In ſome clear Evening gild the ſmiling Streams : 
Or cloud-born Lightning in its nimble Race 
8 Paints on a trembling Wave Heav'ns bluſhing Face. 
How had he wondred at the nobler Light, 


D 


if 
E Whoſe bare Reflection was fo Heav'nly bright? 
But, oh! That's inacceſſible to humane Sight ! 
Then me, oh! me to that bleſt State receive, 
Were I may ſee thee al, and ſeeing live! 
When will that happy Day of Viſion be, 


= When I ſhall make a near approach to Thee, 
Be vrapt in Clouds, and loſt in Myſtery ? 


Ss Tis true, the Sacred Elements impart 

= Thy virtual Preſence to my faithful Heart; 0 
& But to my Senſe ſtill unreveal d thou art. 

This, 


ICC» 


This, 
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This, tho' a great, is an imperfect Bliſs, - 
T'embrace a Cloud for the bright God I wiſh ; 
My Soul a more exalted Pitch wou'd fly, 


And view Thee in the beights of Majeſty. 


Oh! when ſhall I behold Thee alſerenc, 
Without one envious Cloud, or Veil between? 
When diſtant Faith ſhall in near Viſion ceaſe, 

And ſtill my Love ſhall with my Sight increaſe? 
That happy Day dear as theſe Eyes ſhall be, 
And more than all the deareſt Things, but Dee. 


Aug. in Pſal. 42. | 


If thou findeſt any thing better than to bebold the Face 
of God, baſte thee thither. Wo be to that Love f 
thine, i if thou doſt but imagine any thing mere beau- 
tiful than He, from whom all Beauty that delights | q 
thee is derived. k 
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Ye ming. of a Dove lor 
| fy 


XIII. 


O that I had the wings of 4 Dove! for then I 
would fly away, and be at reft, Plal. Iv. 6 


HO” Great Creator: I receive from Thee 
All that I am, and all I hope to be; 
Yet might thy humble Clay Expoſtulate, 
I wou'd complain of my dfettive State. 


To Man th'aft given the boundleſs Regency 
Of three vaſt Realms, the Ocean, Earth, and Shy: 
But, oh; how ſhall this ample Pow'r be try'd, 
hen ſtill the means to uſe it are deny'd ? 


Pardon my haſty Cenſure of thy Skill, 
Who think thy mighty Work defective ſtill! 
or am I forward to Corre& thy Art, 
y wiſhing Man a Caſement in his Heart, 

noſe dark Receſſes all the World might lee ; 
bat proſpect juſtly is reſery'd for Thee : 
ut the defect I Mourn is greater far; 
If Fins to cut the Waves, and Wings the Air. 


Inferior 


Born up on tow'ring ings, expatiate there. 


While Nature often is extravagant, 


Deſcend, and turn bold Pirates in the Flood: 
While {till co Man Heav'n does all Means deny 


Stretch their Dominions to a vaſt Extent, 


224 ) 
Inferior Creatures no Perfection want, 

To hinder their Enjoyment of Ty Grant: 
The ſcaly Race have nimble Fins allow'd, 


With which they range about their native Flood: 
And all the feather'd Tenants of the Air, 


Thus ev'ry Creature finds a bleſt Content 
Adapted to its proper Element : 

But Man, for the Command of all deſign'd, 
Is ftill to One injuriouſly confin'd ; 


And gives his Subjects more than what they want. 
Some of the watry kind, we know, can fly, 
And viſit, when they pleaſe, the lofty Sky ; 
And, in exchange, ſome of the aery Brood, 


To exerciſe his vain Authority. 5 

Ev'n buzzing Ixſects with light Wings are bleſt, 
In whoſe ſmall frameHeav'n has muchArt expreiik 
But Man, the great, the noble Maſter piece, 
Wants a Perfection that abounds in theſe. 

Nay ſome, the meaneſt of the Feather d kind, 
For neither Prof: nor Delight deſign'd, 


Nor pleas'd with Two, range a third Element ; 
Som 


2250 | 
Sometimes on Earth they walk with fately Pace; 
And ſport and revel on the tender Graſs; 
Then for the liquid Stream exchange the Shoar, 
And dally there as wanton as before : 
But wearied, thence their moiſtned Wings they rear; 
To take their wild Diverſion in the Air. 
Sure theſe to rule the triple World were ſent, 
And denizon'd of every Element: 
But Man, excluded both the Sea and Air, 
Can make ſmall uſe of his Dominion there. 
Nor yet repine I that the Earth's alone 
an's Element, ſince I deſire but One ; 
My whole Ambition's to exchange my Place, 
Cho' with the meant of the feather'd Rave. 
rant me but ing that I may upwards ſoar, 
ll forfeit them if e er I covet more. + 
or canſt thou, Lord! my juſt Petition blame, 
hen thou regard'it the end of all my aim: 


ut. 


4 5 


eny 


leſt, he Miſeries below, and Joyt above, 
expreliMecal from hence, and thither point my Love. 
te, e Earth ( alas! ) no ſettled Station knows, 

| faſt the Deluge of its Ruin flows : 

nd, mberleſs Troubles and Calamities 


eaſe the Flood, too apt it ſelf to riſe. 
>nt, d with long Flight, my weary Soul can met 
jemem; ¶ friendly Bough to entertain her Feet. 


Som 2 


Here 


1226) 
Here no bleſt: fen of Peace or Plenty is 5 
All lie o erwhelmi'd in the profound Abyſs. 
O whither then ſhall I for ſafety go? 
I muſt not hope ſo great a Good below. | | 
Vainly to Honour or to Wealth I fly, 
Theſe cannot be their own Security; 
My ſole dependance is the Sacred Ark, 
There, there my Soul in ſafety may embarque: 
Thou ſend'ſt' her thence, Lord, call her home again, 
And ſtretch thy favouring Hand to take her in! 
But ſhe's alas! ) too weak for ſuch a Flight, 
Her flagging Wings ate baffled by its height. 
Wou'dſt thou vouchſafe to imp them, ſhe on d fly, 
And brave the tow'ring Monarch” of the Sky ; 
Then ſhe wou d haſte to her eternal Reſt, 
And build above the Clouds ber lofty Neft'; © 
There basking in ibe ſplendor. of thy Beams, © 
Beall imployd on bright. Angelick Themes ; 
In which th' adulterate World ſhall bave no part, 
That fly Debaucher of my wandring Heart: 
1 But in ſeraphick Flames far Thee III burn, 
And never, neyer think of a Return. 


K 27 


Amb. Hom. 7. , 


Nothing can fly but what is Pure, Liebt, and 
Subtile, and whoſe Purity is not corrupted by 
Imtemperance, nor its Cheerfulneſs or Swiftneſs 


retarded by any Weight. 
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XIV. 


O how amiable are thy Tabernacles : Thou Lord 
e Hoſts ] Pal. IXxxiv. 1. 


Reat Leader of the Starry Hoſts that ſtand 

| In ſhining order on thy either Hand ! 
Such bright Magnifice#es adortis Thy Tbrone, 
That hence my raviſii d Soul wou'd fain be gone, 
To offer there her low Devotion. | 

Hail glorious Palace, which a lofty Mound 

Of ſhining Faſper Cloſely does ſurround 
here the blew Saphyre and clear Chryſolite 

At once aſtoniſh and affect the Sight! 

here ſparkling Topas-tbreſbolds kiſs the Feet 
Df all who come towards the Almighty's Seat! 
zy doors of dazling Adamant let in, 

Vhere Golden Roofs on Emerald Pillars ſhine ! 

his lofty Strudure, this divine Abode, 

ecomes the Preſence of its Founder, God. 


1 Here 


(2309 
Here pureſt Ars, fann'd in by Angels Wings, 
Breathe all the O dour- gf ten thouſand Springs. 
Here no benumming Froſt dare once be rude, 
Nor piercing Ss within theſe Courts intrude, 
The torrid Zone is far remote from hence, 
This Climate feels a gentler influence. 
This true Elizium's Pleaſures ne'er decay, 
Whoſe time is all but One eternal Day. 


1 Bright Reſident of the Cœleſtial Spheres! 
it How deſpicable's Earth, when Heav'n appears? 
| The very name of Gries aldtranger here, 

| And nothing can beget a thought of Fear. 
1 Here undiſturb'd Tranquility preſides, 

i | And entrance to all jarring Foes forbids. _ 
19 Hence every Paſſi ion, Frailty, and Diſcaſe, 

All that may injure, trouble, or diſpleaſt, 

All that may diſcompeſe th exalted Mind, 
Are to eternal Baniſhment confin'd, 


Bright Reſident of the Celeſtial phases 
How deſpicable's. Earth, when Heav'n appears? 
Here feaſting S ouls perpet ual Revels keep, | 
And never are concern d for Food or Sleep 5 
With indefatigable Zeal they move, 

Pers an the vm 'of Duty and of 'Love. 


( 231 ) * 


iſelvꝰ d in Hymns, bere Quires of Angels lie, 4 
nd with loud. Halelujah's fill the Sky. 
Fire new-come Saints with wreaths of Light are crown d, 
Vile Io'ry Harps and Silver Trumpets ſound. 

ere ruddy Cherubs ſacred Hymns begin, 

ind ſmiling Seraphs loud Reſponſes fing; 

bile echoing Angels the bleſts Ayrs retort, 

WFollow'd by a loud Chorus of the Univerſal Court; 
bile, to compleat the Muſick of the Quire 

Je Royal Pſalmiſt runes his Sacred Lyre. 


Fe : Such was the mighty Foy, when they careſ? "3 


ve Royal CHARLES, their welcom martyr d Gueſts 
uch Songs of Triumph fill d Heaw ns ſpace around, 

ben in his room his God-like Son was crown'd : 
Him, for whoſe ſafety they were oft employ d, d 

ind bleſt the grateful Orders they obey d: 

Him, for whoſe ſake they did loud Storms aſſwage, 
ind ſtill d the more tumultuous Peoples rage; 
Knowing His Reign ſuch Bleſſings wou'd diſpence, 

To make their Pains a glorious Recompence : 

% mild, ſo good——ſuch Moes his Exit brings, 
ben they look on, they ſigh, and flag their Wings. | 
that my rauiſi d Soul could mount the Skyes, 

o bear the Muſick of their Plalmodies ! 
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= The meaneſt Seat in this bright Court I'd chaſo, 
Before the beſt Preferment Earth beſtows ; 
For one ſhort Days ſublime Enjoyment here 
Exceeds an Age of the chief Pleaſure there. 0 
Haſte then, my Soul ! to thoſe bleſs Manſions fly, 

With thoſe bright Objects pleaſe thy wondring Eye 

With their ſweet Ayrs fill thy attentive Ear, 
Till thou haſt learnt to chant glad Anthems there ! 
Till thou, inſtructed in the Heaw'nly Art, 

May ſt in their Conſort bear an humble Part 
Bleft Reſident of the Cœleſtial Spheres! 

How deſpicable's Earth, when Heav'n appears? 
What pure Delights that happy Place allows? 
How many Manſions in my Father's Houſe ? 

My flaming Soul can thence no longer ſtay ; 
If none goes there and lives, I'll die to find the way. 


Bonavent 


(233) 


Bonavent. Solilog. cap. 4. 


| O my Soul] what can I ſay when I behold the 
* Jay to come? I am loſt in Admiration, becauſe 
the Toy will be within and without, above and 
below, about and beſide us. 


XV. Make 
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XV. i it, x01 


Make baſte; my Beloved, and be like the Roe 
or the young Hart upon the Mountains tf 
ices, Cant. viii. 14. 


H“, my bright Sun haſt from my dazzel'd 
(Sight, 
Too tender to enduce thy ſtreaming Light: 
How does my Tongue my Love - ſick Soul betray ? 
This bids him y, whom that wou'd beg to fa. 
For why ſhou'd I his Abſence thus engage, 
Which Grant will make one tedious Hour an Age? 
Yet his too beauteous Beams forbid his ſtay ; 
Fly then, my Love, or lay thoſe Beams away! 
Hadſt thou on me this harſh Injunction laid, A 
The killing ſound at once had ſtruck me Dead: 
But chy own Flame, not I, wou'd have i it ſo, 1 
I ſhou'd be Ages in pronuncing Go: 73 
I wou'd not wiſh what now I do intreat; A 
Then ſtay, and let me not perſwade Thee yet! | 
Stay, ſtay my Life, and turn the deafned Earl 
Sure what I wou'd not * , you ſhou'd not . 


Hence 


— 


i Hence let the Wind my feign'd Petition bear ! 


And what I dread, is what they moſt deſire. 


Oh! do not then conſume me with the whole! 


*T was Fear, not I, that form'd the haſty Pray'r. 
Yet (oh!) this melting Heat forbids your ſtay ; 
Fly, fly, n Love, I burn if you delay. 

Oh! let your Haſte outſtrip the hunted Hind ; 
But that's too ſlow ; fly like the nimble Wind 5 
Hy till tbon len viſt ev'n flagging thought behind ! 
Yet in thy Flight a longing Look beſtow, 

'A ſpeaking Glance, to ſhew thee loath to go. 

But that once caſt, renew your Speed away : 

Fly, fly, my Love, there's Death in your delay ! 
Behold thoſe lofty Sky-ſaluting Hills, 
Where rich Perfutne from weeping Trees diſlills 


Where Lawrels, Cedars, and ſoſt Myrtles grow, yd 
And all the Spice Arabia can beſtow : And 
To their high tops ditect thy nimble Flight, And 
Till cba, like tbem, att vaniſh d from my Sight! Wich 
Fly to the heights where the gay Seraphs Sing, Pl 


And the young Cherubs exerciſe their Wing 
Fly till the Stars appear as much below 

Thy Station, as they ate above it now 
Thoſe places are inur'd to Heat and Fire, 


One Spark's ſufficient to infame my Soul; 


The! 
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Then let thy haſte the hunted Hind out-go! 

* And yet, methinks, thou ſhoud'ſt not leave me ſo- 
Ir. }Þ Fly where thou often may ſt with eaſe look back, 
tay ; | Nor from my Sight too far a Journey take: 
But keep ſuch diſtance as the glorious Sun, 
; I When with moſt Light he gilds the pale-fac'd Moon 
6 Ah! this diſcov'ry of my Soul forgive! 
I cannot with thee, nor without thee, live. 
If thou art zear, I burn; remote, I freeze ; 
And either diſtance does alike diſpleaſe. 
Then ſo approach me, Lord, I thee deſire, 
* That I may feel thy Warmth, but not thy Fire. 
Fly, then, my Life! faſt as the hunted Deer; 
But go no more too far, than ſtay too near 
And when th art gone, on reedy Pipes I'll play, 
And ſing thy Praiſes in an amourous Lay; 
And when Te wearied out the tedious Night, 
ish With a new Task I will my Self Delight. 
Pl carve at large on ev'ry ſpreading Tree 
Our Loves Original and Hiſtory. : 
What Time remains T'll dedicate to Sleep, 
et ſtill my waking Thoughts lv Object keep. 
But ſee how while I ſpeak I melt away! 
Haſte your ungrateful Flight without delay ! 
Ter go as tho you this Departure mourn, 

Ind all your haſte were for a quick Return. 
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Amb. 4 bind Mortis, eip. 96 
The Sou] deſwes - that ber Beloved would fait! 


be gone, becauſe now ſhe i is able to fol- 1 
lom him in his Flight, | N. 
— to it 
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II faithfully Engliſh'd: To which is added a Continu- 


SUU AS KN. Anc » DON WICKET 7 


Red-Lion in St. Pauls-Church-Yaad.- 4 


VE, "": 26: wn 
HE General Hiſtory of the Reformation bY 4 
the Church, written in Latin by J. Sleidan, 


ation to the end of the Council of Trent. By E. 
Bobun, Eſq. Fol. 1 U 
Practical Chriſtianity, or an Account of the Ho- 
lineſs which the Goſpel enjoins, with the Motives 
to it, and the Remedies it propoſes againſt Temp- 


tations, with a Prayer concluding each Head. By 
R. Lucas, D. D. 8w0. | 12 5 


A Defence of Dioceſan Epiſcopacy, in Anſwer 
to Mr. David Clarłſons Book; Entituled, Primij- 
tive Epiſcopacy. By H. Maurice, D. D. 8 vo. 

Chriſtianity, the great Ornament of Humane 
Life, or Man conſider'd in his Spiritual, Civil, and 
Moral Capacities, being an Eſſay towards the fur- 
herance of Univerſal Piety and Charity, 8 vo. 

The Chriftian's Manual in Two Parts. 1. The 
atechumen, or an Account given by the young 
Perſon of his Knowledge in Religion, before his 
\dmiflion to the Lord's Supper. 2. An Introdu- 
tion to the Sacrament, or a ſhort, ſafe, and plain 

ay to the Communion Table: To which is added 

Devotions to be uſed before, at, and after Receiv- 
ng the Sacrament. By L. Addiſon, Dean of Licb- 
Feld, 120. HM 
The Art of Catechiſing, or the Compleat Cates 

hiſt in Four Parts. 1. The Church Catechiſm re- 
olved into eaſie Queſtions. 2. An Expoſition of 


, in a plain Diſcourſe. 3. The Church Catechiſm 


elolved into Scripture Proofs. 4. The Whole 
| Duty 
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8 Puty of Man reſolved into Queſtions, fitted for 
the meaneſt Capacities, the weakeſt Memories, the 
pPlaineſt Teachers, and che moſt uninſtructed Lear- 
i ners, 120. f | £151 

Devotional Poems Feſtival and Practical, on ſome Þ- - 


of the chief Chriſtian Feſtivals, Fafts, Graces and 
Vertues, Cc. by a Clergy-Man of the Country, 8 vo. 
Hope and Peace in Two Letters, the former a 


| Letter to a Perſon troubled in Mind, who (though 


a Vertuous Lady, yet) laboured under great Scru- 
puloſities, Doubts and Fears, and ſome uneaſie de- 
grees of Deſperation. The other a Letter to a Pe- 


nitent, who appearing Sincere, and having paſs'd 


through the Evangelical Methods of Peace and Re- 
conciliation, yet remain d Diſſatisfied, 8 vo. 

A ſure Guide to Heaven, or the trueſt, fafeſt, and 
molt certain way to Happineſs, and to a lovely Im. 


mortality, which all Perſuaſions in Religion are 


agreed in by Divine Love, with Devout Aſpirations, 
fitted for the Uſes of a Devout Retirement. By 2 
Clergy-Man of the Country, 8vo. _ 

Letters of Religion and Vertue, to ſeveral Gen- 
tlemen, and Ladies, in oppoſicion to the Prophanel; 
and Obſcenity of thoſe Publiſhed under the Names 


| of che Late Earl of Rocheſter, Mr. Otway, Mr. 


Brown, &c. 126. 3. | 

Country Converſations, being an Account of ſome 
Diſcourſes that happen d in the Country laſt Sum- 
mer, on ſeveral Subjects, chiefly of the Modern 
Comadies, of Drinking, of Tranſlated Verſe, of 
Painting and Painters, of Poets and Poetry, 8. 
An Explanation of the Church Office of Baptiſm, 


in fav out of the Duty incumbent on Godfather 
and. Godmothers, 8 vo Sticht. | 
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